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To all good Fellowes, Profeſſors of 
the Gentle Craft : of what degree 


ſoeuer. 


—— matter, by her Highneſſe graciouſly accepted; — 
ndeed no way offenſiue. The Argument of the play I wi 
fer done in this Epiſtle: Sir Hugh Lacie Earle of Linco/ne, 
had a yong Gentleman of his owe na ne, his neere kinſman, 
that loued the Lord Maiors daughrer of London; to prevent 
and croſſe which loue , the Earle cauſed his kinſman to bee 
ſent Coronell of a company into France: who reigned his 
lace to another Gentleman his friend , and came diſ-uiſed 
ke a Dutch Shoomaker , to the houſe of Simen Eyre in 
Tower fircete,whvu ſerued the Mayor and his kouſhold with 
ſhooes. The merriments tharpaſſed-in Eres houle, his com- 
ming to bee Mayor of London, Laciet getting his loue , and 
Other accidents ; with to merry Thre-mens ſongs, Take all 
in good worth that is well intended , fornothing is purpoe 
fed but mirth , mirth lengthneth leng lite, which, with all 
ether bleſſings I heartily wiſh you, 


A 3 Farewell, 


The firit T bree-mans 
Song. 


O the month of Pap, the merry month of Pay, 

So frolicke ſo gap, and ſo grene, ſo grene,ſs grene ; 
O and then did J, vnto mp ttue lone ſap, 

Swaete peg, thou ſhalt be my Summers Qacne. 


Ow the Nightingale,the pzitty Nightingale, 

The (wetetNager in all the Fozreſts quier : 
Jntreates thæ ſweete Peggie,to heare thy true loues tale, 
Loe,yonder ſhe ſitteth, her beaſt againſt a bzyer. 


But O A pie the Cuckoo, the Cacks, the Cucks, 
S& where ſhe tteth,come away mp (op: : 
Come aby J pꝛithæ, I do not like the Cucks 
Should ſing where mp Peggis and J kiCe and top, 


O the month of Pay, the merry month of Pap, 

So fcolicke,ſo gap, and ſo greeng, ſo greene,ſo grene: 
And then did J. dato mp true lone ſay, 

Sete Peg, thou ſhall be mp Summers Queen. 
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The ſecond Three- mant 
Song; 


Thus is to be ſung at the latter end, 
(C90 the wind,and wet's the raine, 
Saint Hugb be our good ſpeede : 
Jil is the weather that bzingeth no gaine, 
Noz helpos good hearts in neede. 


Trowle the boll, che follp Nut-bzowne bo, 
And here kind mate to thee : 

Let's ung a dirge fo: Saint Hughes Goule, 
And downe it merrilp, 


Downe a dotone hty downe a down. ' 

Dep dery, dery down a down, Cloſe with the tenor boy: 
Doe well done, to me let come, 

Ring compalle gentle (op. 


Trowle the bowle,the Nat-b;zowne boble, 
And here kind, c. as often as there be men to drinke, 


| At laſt when all haue drunke, this yerſe. 
Cold s the winde, and wet's the raine. 
Saint Pagh be our good ſpeed ; 
Misthe weather that bzingeth no gatae, 


The Prologue as it was pronoun- 
ced before the Queenes Maieſtie. 


AS w:ctches in a ſtoꝛme (expecting day) 

"ith trembling bands and eyes taſt vp fo beauen, 
Make Pꝛapers the anchoz of their conquerd hopes 

So ws (dere Gaddeſſe) wonder of all eyes, 

Pour mean:\t viſſals (ty;ongh miſtruſt and feare, 

To ſiacke into the bottome of diſgrace, 
By out tmperfec paſtimes) pꝛaſtrate thus 

On beaded kaees,our ſailes of hope doe ſtrike, 

D:eading tbe bitter ſfozMs of pour villike« 
Since then ( vnhappy men) our bap is ſuch, 

That to oar ſelues our ſelues ns helpe can ming, 

But nns mulk periſh.if your aint - lius cares 

( Locting the temple where all mercy ſits) 

Refuſe the tribute of aur begging tongues, 17 
Od grunt ( wig ot mirtoꝝ of true Chatitie) 2 9414 
From boſe life-bieathing it irres your ſan-lfke opes, 

Dae gratio"s ſmile : fo; your celeſtia!l baeath 

Pal ſead vs life,oz ſantente vs ta death. 


A 


— — 


die of the Gentle Craft, 


—— 


= Enter Lord Maior,Lincolne, ang; 


Lincolne, 
Þ Lozd Pais, pon haue ſundzie times 
Feafed my ſeife,and many Courtiers moze, 
Seldome 02 neuer can we be lo kind, 
To make requitall of pour curteſie; 
But leauing this, I heare mp coſen Lacie 
Js much affected to pour daughter Roſe, 

L. Maior, True mp god Lozd,and the loues him ſo wel, 
That J miflike her boloneſſe in the chacs, 
T 

a Lacy an name: 

L. Maior. Tos mean is wy pooze girlefo; bis high birth 
Pooze Citcizens mat not with Courtiers wed, 
Who will in Alkes, and gay apparrell ſpend 
Poze in ane peare,then J am wozth by farte, 
Therefo;e youre honour a&d not doubt my girle, 

Lincolne. Take hd mp Lozd,adniſs you what pou doe, 
A verier vath2ift lines not in the wazle, 
Then is my coſen, fo; es 


- Tis 


Apleaſant comedy of 


Tis now almoſl a ye are ſince he requeſted 
To tranell countries fo; experience, 
I turalſht him with copne, bills oferchange, 
Letters of credit men to walt on bim, 
Solicited my friends in Italie 
Mell to ceſpcet him: but to ſe the end: 
Scant had be toznted thꝛougd half Germany, 
But all his copne was ſpeat, his men cal off, 
His billes imbezeld, and my tollp coze, 
Achim d to ſhew his bankerupt pꝛeſence here, 
Became? a Shoomaker in Wittenberg, 
A goooly ſcience fo; agentleman 
Ok ſuch dilcent : now tudge the reit by this, 
@«appoſe pour daughter haue a thouſand pound, 
He did conſame me moze in one halfe yeare, 
And make him bepze ta all the welth pou haue, 
One twelnemonth'srpoting will walt it all, 
Then ſa@ke (mp Lozd) ſome honeſt Citizen 
To wed pour daughter fo. 

L Maior. J thanks pour Lo2dſhip, 
Well Fore J vudcrſfand pour ſubtilty, 
As fo; pour Nephew let pour Lo:dſhips eye 
But watch his actions, and pou ned not feare, 
Foz I haue ſent my dangbter farce enough, 
And pet pour coſen Rowland might doe well 
w he hath learu d an occupation, 
d pet A ſcorue to call him ſonne in law. 

Lincolne, I but J baue a better trads (0; bins, 
Jthanke his grace be hath appopnted him, 
Chiefe colenell of all hoſe companies 
_ in London, and the ſhires about. 

ſerue his highnelle in thoſe warres of Francs: 

a where de capes : Louell what newes with pon? 


Ember 


the Gentle Craft. 
Enter Lowell, Lacie and Ae. 
Louell. Þy Lo2d of Lincolne, tis his bighnefly will, 
T hat pꝛeſentip your coſen ſhippe foz France 
- With all his powers, he would not fog a million, 
But they ſhould land at Depe within foore dapes, 
Linc. Go certifie his grace it ſhall be done: 
Now toſen L acte in what forwardneſſe 
Are all pour companies? 
. Lacie, All well qzepar'd, 
| The men of Next led hire lie at mile end, 


Sufclke and Cx, trame in Tuttle fleldes. 

T he Londoners and thoſe of Middle lex, 

All ga{lantly pzepar'd in Finſburp, 

Mitt frolike ſpirits long foz their parting hower, 

L. Ma, Zhep baue the ir impzeTT, coates, and furniture, 

And if it pleaſe pour coſen Lacie come 

Tothe Gullo Vall, he ſhall receaue his pay 

And twenty pounds defides my bzetheren 

Will fr&lv.aiue him, to appzone oor lones 

We beare wy Lozd yourbacle here. 
Lacie. Jthanke pour honovz. 
Lincolne Thankes my good L Paioz. 

L. Ma. At the Guild Hal we wil erpett pour tũming, C. 
Lincolne, To appone pour loues to me? no ſubtilty 

Nephew: that twenty pound the doth beſtow, 

Fo2 top to rid pon from hts danghtor Roſs : 

But coſens both, now here are none bat friends, 

2 would not haue pou caſt an ams;ous eye 

Upou ſo meane apzotect, as the lous 

Ol a gay wanted painton Citizen, 

I knolv this chnzle, enen in the height of ſcozne, 

Doth bate the mixture ofhis bloud with thine, 

I pzap the do thou ſo W coze, 

2 


Apleaſant comedy of 
What bonourable foꝛtunes wapt on the, 
Jocceaſc the kings lone which ſo bzightlp ſhines, 
And gilds thy hopes, J haue noheire tut: 
And pet not tha, H with a wayward ſpirit, 

T dou Tart from the true byas of my loue. 
Lacy. (Pp Los, J will (te hond not deſire, 

Ot land oz linings) oz to be peut het:e) 

Do guide my actions in purſuit of France, 

As ſhall adde glozy to the Lacies name. 

Lincoln, Coze,foz thoſe wozds heres thirty Poziugues 

And Nephew Aſkew,thercs afew foz pou, 

Faire houour in her loftieſt eminence 

States in France foz _ tilt pou fetch her thence, 

Then Nephewes, clap ſwift wings on pour diſſignts, 

Be gone, be gone, make haſt to the Guild hall, 

There pzeſently ile merte pon, do not (tap, 

Where honour becomes ſhame attends delay. Exit. 
Aske. Bow gladly would pour vncle have pon gone? 
Lacie, True coe, but fle oze-reach dis policies, 

A bane ſome ſerious baffneſſe fo; thao dates, 

Which aothing but mp pzeſence can diſpatch, 

therefoze coſen with the companies 

halt to Douer, there ile mete with you, 

Dz if tap paff mp pzefired time, 

Away foz France, wle miete in Nozmandy, 

The twenty pounds my Lozd Patoz giues to me 

Pon ſhall race tue, and theſe ten poztugues, 

— of mine bneles thirty, gentie coze, 

ane care to out great charge, I know pour lu iſed ame 

Path tride it ſelfe in digber conſequence. \ 

Aike w. Coze, al my ſelfe am pagrs, yet dane this care, 

To lodge in London With al ſecreſſe, 

Our vncle L incolne haty (beuoes his ov ne) 


Many 


| 
: 
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tlie Geũtle Craft. 


my a icalous t ie, that in pour face 
Stares onclpto watch meant u pour diſgrace. 
Lacy. Stay coſen;who he theic 
Emer Sy, Eyre fs wife, Haage, rd. ane, ꝙ Rafe with a peeee. 
Eyre, Leaus whining, leaue whining, awap with this 
wbimpʒ ing this pewling, theſe blabbzing teares, ind theſe 
wet eies , ile get thy huſband diſchatged, J warrent tha 
ſweet Jane : go to. 
Hodge, Paſter, here be the captaines. 
Eyre, Peace Hodge, buſh! ye knane, huſht , 
Firke. Here be the caualters add the cogoncls, maiſtee. 
Eyre. Peace F iche, peace my fine icke, and ty with 
pour piſherp paſherie , away, 3 am a man of the beſt pꝛe. 
ſence,tle ſpcake to them and they wers Popes, gentlemen, 
captaines,colonls, commanders: bzaue men, bzaus lta- 
ders, may it pleaſe you to gine me audience, J am mon 
Epe, the mad ſhoomaker ef Towecſfreet,this wench with 
the mealy month that wil nener tire, is mp wife J can (ell 
vou, hates Podge mymaa, e mp fozeman,heres Firke my 
fine firking iourne mau and this is blubbered Jane al we 
come to be ſatgrs fo; this boneſi Rafe het dim at dome, : 
as Jam a true hoomaker ant a genticman ofthe Gentle 
Craft,bup ſpars your ſelſe and fle find re boots theſe tuen 
p&rcs. Wife. Seven peares huſbant? 
Eyre. Peace Pidzilfe, peace, J know what J do, pe ace. 
Fir c. Truly maGer cozmo;ant pou ſhal do Gos good ſer · 
nice to let Rafe e bis wiſe tay together, ſh#s a yong ne 
married woman, iſ you take her huſband away fromher a 
night von vndo her,ſhe map beg in the day time fo; hers as 
god a wozkinan at a pzick 4 an awle,as any is in our trade. 
lane, Dlethim Eap;ciſe J chall be undene. 
Firk. Itrulp, he thal be laid at ons fe like 8 paireof old 
Hooes elle, and he W 1 * 
cy 


A pleaſant Comedy of 


Lacie, Truly my friends, it lies not in mp pawer, 
T he Londoners are pzeſt,paide,and ſet fozth 
Bp the Lo Paioz, I cannot change a man. 

Hoge. Why then pou were as god be acozpozall,as a 
ank Gren cannot diſcharge one god fellow , and J tell 
vou trus, q thinke you dot moe then you can anſwert, to 
pzelfe a man within a peare and a day of his marſage. 

Eyre. Well ſatd melancholy Yodge,gramercy my fac 


Wife, Trulp gentlemen. it were f done,foz ſoch as you, 
to tand ſo Niffely ag ainſt a paze pong wife:confderiug her 
caſe, the is new married, but let that paile : Jpzap deale not 
ronghly with ber, her huſband is a yong man g bat newly 
entred,bat let that paſſe. 

Eyre. Away with pour. pichery paſhery, your pols and 
pour edipols, peace Mida tte, llence Cilly Bumtrinchet, let 
pour head ſpeake, 

Firke. W2a and the hoznes to, mutter. 

Eyre. Co ſone, my fine irn, ti ſo1e:peace ſcoundzels, 
ſi you this man-Captatnes,yo1 will net releaſe him. well 
let dim goe,b@'s 8 pzoper (hot, let him v anich. peace Jane, 
dzie vp thy te ares, theile make bis powder dach, take 
dim bzane men, Hectoz of Troy was an hackney to him, 
Þercules and Termagant ſcoundzelles , Pzince Arthurs 
roundtable by the Lozdof Kudgate , nere fed ſach a tall, 
ſuch a dapper ſtwozydman. bp the life of Pharo, aue reſo- 
lote ſwo;oman, peace Jang, I ſay no moze, mad knaves: 

Firk. St ſe Hodge, how my maiſfer ranes in commen- 
dation of Rafe. 

Hodge. Kaph,th'art a gull by this hand, and thou goeft, 

Askew, J am glad (god matter Apre)it is my hap 
Co m te ſo reſolute a ſouldiour. | 
Tru me, to your rtpoꝝt, arid lens to him. 


the Gentle Craft. 


A common light regard Gall not reſpect him. 
Lacie, — 


Raph. Pes fx. 

Lacie, Glue me thp han, 
Thou ſh ut not want, as A amagentleman : 
Woman te patient Cod no doubt) will ſend 
Thy huſband ſafe agatne but he mut gor, 
Dis contries quarrell ſapes it ſhall be ſs. 
Hodge. Chart a gull by mp ſtirrop, it thou doff not go, J 
will not haut the ftrike thy gimblet into theſs e ae veſ- 
ſels. pzicke thine ene mies Rahe. Encty Dodger, 

Dodger. Py Lozd pour vncle an the Tower hill, 


To daſten 
* Askew. Colincome lets go. 
Lacie. Dodger, rame pou vefo;e,teltthenr we come, 
This Dodger is mine vncies paraſite, 
The arrants daxlet that ers bzeathed on earth, 
Be ſefsmoze diſcozy of a noble houſe, + © 
By one dapes bzoching ta bis pitkthanke tales, 
Then can be ſalu d againe in twenty peares, 
And he (art chu go with vs to France, 
To p:ic into oar actions. 1 
Askew. - Therefoze coge, 
It ſhail be hous poa fo be circumſpect, 
Lacie Fears not god coſen Raph, hte to your colours. 
Raph. ImuT, becauſe there 65 no remedy, 
But gentle maiſer and mp louing dame, 
As pou hame alwayes beene a trie na to me, 
Do tn my abſence thinke vpon mp wife. 
lane, AlaTe mp Raph. 
Wife, @hecannatſpeake fo; weping. 


A pleaſam Comedic of 

Eyre. Peace poa cracut groates, pon muffard fokens diſ- 
quiet nat the bꝛaae ſouloter,go thy wales Kaph, 

lane, JI, von vid him go, what Chal I dv whea he is gone 
Firk. Why be doing w me, oz my felow Vodge, be riot id!e. 

Eyre. Let me ſa thy hand Jane, this fne hand, this white 
hand, theſe pzefty fingers muſt ſpin muſt card, muſt wozke, 
wozke pou bombaſt cotcen- wozu (0; 
liuing with a porta pouhold th Raph;deres . 
lde the, fladt fa; the honour of the Gentle Cra ſt oy ti 
tlemen Shomzkers,the conragious codwainers,the 

er ot S. Partins,the mad knanes of Bedlem, Floetfrete, 
Towerffrete,and white Chappell, cracke ms the crownes 
of the French kndues, a por on them crackethemfight;by 
the lord of Lavgate,fgbt my ine bon. 

Firk. ers Rafe, bere's 1 two pencep,tivo carry into 
Franee, the third hal waſh ourſoules at parting(fozſozrow 
(s te) : myfake; Fike the Baſa mon cues, 

Hodge. R1ph, Jambegup at parting, but beres a il 
ling fo; th&;God ſend the to cramm ch ſlops with freach 
erown?s,and thp enemies bellies wird ballets. 

Ralph. & thanko you maiſter, and I thante you all; 
Now gentle wife my louing lonely Jane, 

Rich mea at parting, giue their wines rich gifts, 
Jewels and rings, to grace their lilly bands, 
Thou kn w ſt gur trade mes tings fo; womens heeles: 
Here take this paire of ſh es cut out dy Hodge, 
Sticht by mp fellow Firke,ſeam'd by mp ſelfe, 
Made vp and pinckt, with letters fo2 thy name, 
Weare them my dere Je, fo2 thy haſba tos ſake, 
And euery mozting whenthou pull it them on, 
Nemem der me., and pzap fox my returne, 

Make mach of them foz J baue made them ſo, 
Chat IJ can know them from a thouſand mo. 


Soun 


the Gentle Craft. 


Sound drumme, enter Lord Aaior, Lincolne, Laty a Achew 
Dodger, and ſouldiers, They paſſe over the ſtage, Rafe 
falles in amongeſt them, Firks and the ref cry farewel, 
Ce. and ſo Excunt. 


Enter Roſe alone making a Garland 
Here ſit thou downe vpon this lawzy banke, 
And make a garland ſo: th Lacies head, 
Theſe pinkes, theſe roſes, and theſc vioicts, 
Theſe bluſh ng gilleflowers, theſe marigolves , 
T be faſce embzooerp ol bis cozonct, 
Cary not balfe ſich beauty in their ch&kes, 
As the ſwerte countenance of my Lacy doth. 
O my moſt vakinte fathez! O mp tarres! 
why lobte pou lo at mp gaciuity, 
To make me loue, pet live robd of my loutꝰ 
Pert as athefe am I impꝛiſoned 
(Foz mp dere Laces ſake within thoſe wal les, 
Whi ch by mp ſathets coſt weti builded vp 
Foz better purpoſes: here muſt I langniſh 
Foz him that doth as mach lament ( J know) enterS:b4 
Pine abſeace, as fo; him I pine in woe. 
Sibil. Gedd mozrow pong Piltris, I am lure pou make 
—— againſt J ſhall be Lavp of the Par · 


Roſe Sibil, what news at Londone 

Sibil None but god: mp lozd Mares pour father, and 
maſter Philpot ponr vncls,and maſter Scot pour colin, and 
miffris Frigbottom by Doctozs Commons, doe all (by mp 
troth) ſend pou moſt heartp commendations. 

Roſe Dis Lacy ſend kind gratings to his lone: | 

Sibil O pcs, ont ot cry by mp troth , I ſrant knew blm, 
here a wozs ſcar ite, ans main. 


A »!:afant conly of 
at here p32t[31s, ſt 1:8 11) ie v21ls, + avaire of garters: 
© maatfcaits lit: 012 of 347 pellaw ike cartat1s, at hot 
bete in D12-fa;d haaſe, here (4 mier Belly mounts ch im- 
ber, Iko de at our doe in Caznehill, lot at hin, he at ma 
in derd, ſo ne to him, but gente me, not awo, mare gap 
thaaght with w inton, be pal: by m2 a3 pz245e, mary 
fob, are ou growne ham3zoas thaught J? and ſg ſhat the 
doe, and in J cane, 

Roſe. © Sibill; haw doff than my Lacy wong: 
Pp Row!) is as gentle as alande. 
Ho doue was ener halfe ſo mil) as he. 

Sibil Pip? poa as a vuſh21 of faceot crabs, de lait vp- 
on me as ſowꝛe as vyrinice:goe thy wipes thought J, thou 
mailt be much in my g iſaias, but nothing in my n:ather- 
Tockes:this is pour fault mi{fris,to loue him that loues not 
pau he thinkes ſco:ne to do as he's done to, but (f were as 
pon, Ide cry, go by Icronimo, go by, Ide ſet mine old debts 
azainſ my net dziblets,and the hares foot againſt pᷣ gooſs 
giblets, fozifener Jig) when flxp2 J ſh241d take, pzay 
God J nay!oſ? my m1pdencbead when J wake. 

Roſe. Aill my laue leave me then and go ts France: 

Sibill J know got that, but J am ſare J ſe him ſtalke 
befoze the ſouldiers, by my troth be is a pꝛoppet man, but, 
be — p;oper that pꝛoper doth, let him goe ſnick - vp pong mb 
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Roſe Get tha to Londen, and learne pertc alp. 
Mdetber mp Lacy go to France o; no: 
Do this, and I will glue the foꝛ thy paines, 
My cambzicke apꝛon, and my romth gloues, 
Py purple fockings, and a ſtomacher, 
Sap, wilt thou da this Sibill. foz my ſake? 
Sibill Mil I quoth az at whoſe ſaite?by my trefh pes, Ale 
go, 6c4202;{:rc apyan, gloues,epairc of purple ſtockings 
| en» 


the Gentle Craft. 


ind a forneher, Ile ſweat in purple miffris foz pon, ile tak 
any thing that comes a Gods name, O rich, a C ibzicke a- 
pzon;faith then haue at vp tailes all, ale go ZiggpJoggp to 
London, and be here in a trice pong miſtris. 
Roſe. Do ſo god bill, me ane time etched 3, 
Mill ie andfi gb fa; his loſt companie. Exit, 
Enter Rowland Lacy like a Dutch Shooe- maker. 
Lacy, Mo many ſhapes haue gods and kings deuiſde 

Therebp to compaſſe thetr deſired lones? 

It is no ſhame fo: Rowland Lacy then, 

Toclothe his cunuing with the Gentle Craft, 

That thus diſguiſde, J may vnknowne peſſeſſe, 

Che onslp happy pꝛe ſence of mp Roſe: 

Foz her haue I foz@ke my charge in France, 

Ancurd the Dings diſpleaſure, and ſiird vp 

Kough hatred in mine vncle Lincolnes belt: 

© lone, how powerfull art thou, that canſt change 

High birth to barene ſſe, and a noble mind, 

To the mcane{4mblance of a ſhomacker? 
But thus it mult be: foz ber craell father, \ 
Vating tbe üugle bnion of our ſeulcs, 
Hath ſecretly conueyed my Roſe from London, 
To barre me other pzeſcnee, but I traſt 

Faztane and this diſgniſe will furder me 

Once moze to view her beatie, gaine her ſight. 
Vere in TZowerſt: te, with Apre the ſhooe⸗ maker, 

Menne J a while to woꝛke, J know tbe trade, 
A learn't it when J was in Wittenberge: 
Chen ch&re thy hoping ſprites, be not diſmajve, 
Chou canũi not want, do foztune what ſhe can, 
The Gentle Craft is liuing fo: a man. exit. 
Emer Eyre making him ſelfe readie, 


Eyre, Whers be thiſe boxes, theſe gicles,theſe dzabbbes;, 
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theſe fe21ndzels, they wallow in the fat bzyewifſe of mp boi 
tie, and licks vp the crumsof my table, pet wil not riſe to ſæ 
my walkes cleanſed: come oat pou pouder-beefe-queanes , 
what Nen, what Padge-mumble-crult, com ont you fatte - 
Piorif Awag- belly whozes, and ſwepe me theſe kennels, 
that the noyſome fench offends not thenoſe of mp neigh- 
bours: what Firke I ſap, what Hodge? open mp (hop win- 
dowes, what ficke J ſap. Enter Fele 
Firk. O matter, iſt pou that ſpeake bang dog and bedlam 
this morning, I was in a dzeame, and mnzed what madde 
man was got into the ſtrtete ſo early, haue pou dzunke this 
moꝛning that pour thꝛoate is ſo clære: 
Eyre Ah well ſaid Firke, well ſaid Firke, to wozke my 
fine knane, to wozke, waſh thy lace, and thou t be moze ble it. 
Firke, Let them waſh my face that will eate it, god mate 
ſter ſendfo; a ſowce wife, it you wiill haue my face cleaner 
enter Hodge. 


Eyre. Away flonen, anaunt fcoundzell , god mozrow 
Hodge, god mozrow my ſine fozeman. 

Hodge, O maiſter, god mozrow, paar an earlie ſfirrer 
beres a faire moaning, god myrow Firke , J could haue 
llept this howze, heres a bʒaue dap towards. 

Eyre. O haſt to wozke my fine foreman, haſt to wozke 

Firke, Paiſter I am dꝛie as daft, fo heare mp fellow No- 
ger talke of faire weather, let vs pzap foz god leather, and 
let clownes t plowboyes, « thoſe that woꝛke in the feldes 
p3ay foz baue dapes, m wozke in a dzte ſhop , what care 
Jif itraine? enter Eyre: wife. 

Eyre, Bownow dame Pargery, ean pou le to riſe? trip 
vnd go call bp the dꝛabs pour maides. 

wife. Stk to rifee hope tis time inougb, tis early inough 
foz any woman to be ſ@ns abꝛoad, J maruaile how many 
wines in Towerftre& are vp ſo ſaner Gods me tis not non 
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heres a valwling. | 

Eyre. Peace Pargery, peace, wheres Ciſly Bumfrin- 
ket vour maide2 ſhee has a p;iay fault, c farts in ber 
flxpe,ca1 the queane bp,if my men want ſhocth;z@d, ile 
ſwing der in a ſfirrop, 

Firke. Bet thats but a die beating, beresRill a Ngne of 
dzoug bt. Enter Lacy ſinging. 

Lacy. Der was ten boze van Gelieriand, Frolick fl byen 
Þe was als dꝛonke he cold npet ſtand, vpſolce ſe byen, 
Tap ens de canneken dzincke ſcheus manne kin. 

Firke, Patſter,foz my life ponders a bzother of the gen- 
fle Craft,if be be are not Saint Yaghs bones, ile ſozfeit my 
bone s, hes ſome bplandiſh wo;zkman,bire him god maiſt⸗ 
er, that I map learue ſome gibble, gabble , twill make vs 
wozke the faſter. 

Eyre, Peace Firke,a hard wozld , let him page,let him 
baniſh, we haue tourneymen enow, peace mp fine Firke. 

Wife, Nap,nap pare beſt follow pour mans couneell, 
yon ſhal ſæ what wil come on't: we haus not me enow,bug 
we maſt entertaine euerp butter-bore:but let that paſſe. 

Hodge.Dame,foze God if my maiſter follow pour conn- 
ſell,bele conſume little bæte, he Mal be glad of men, g bes 
can catch them. : 

Firke, A that he ſhall. 

Hodge. Foze God a pzoper man , and J warrant a fine 
wozkman : maiſter farewell, dame ade, it ſuch a man as 
he cannot find wo:ke, ſpodgs is not foz pou, offer to go. 

Eyre. Stap my fine Dodge. 

Firke, Faith and yoar fo:eman go, dame pou mull taks 

a fourney to ſeek anew ioznepman,if Roger remone, Firke 

followres,tf aint Hugbs bones ſhal nat be ſet a woe, 

map p2icke mine awle in the wals, and goe plap: fare ya 
wel mater, God bup dame. 
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Eyre, Tatry mp fine Yodge , mp b:iſke fozeman , tap 
Ficke,peace pudding bꝛoatb, by the lozd of Ludgate 3 leue 
my min as my life, peace pou gallimafry, Hodge if be wank 
wozke Ile hire him, one of yon to him, ſtap, he comes to bs. 

Lacie. Goe den dach mecſter,cade d bo oak. 

Firke. A ules if J ſhould ſpeake after him without dzink- 
ing, Jchꝛald choke,+ pon frind Dake, are pon of the gentle 

Lacie. Vi, pa, ik bin den ſkomawker. (Craft? 

Firke, Den ſuamaker quoth a, and heark pou ſkomaker, 
haue pou al pour (oles,a god robbing pin, a god topper, 
a god dzeſſer your foure ſozts of atwles,and pour (wo balls 
of ware, vour pacing knife, your hand and thamb-!eathers, 
and good S. Hug bs bones to ſmoth vp your wozke. | 

Lacie, Paw yaw be neit vozveard, tk hab all de dingen, 
boour mack ſkoes grot and cleane. 

Firke. Ya da god maiter hire him, ble make me langh 
ſo that J ſhull weꝛke moze in mirth then can ia earneff. 

Eyre, Yeare pte ſciend, haue pea any ſkill ia the miſtety of 
Co:dwalſners ? 

Lacie, Ick wet niet wa!yow ſeg ich verſtaw poa niet 

Ficke, Whp thus maa, Ich verſte v niet quoth a. 

Lacie. Paw,paw,patn,ick can dat wel daen. 

Firke. Paw, paw, he ſpeakes pawing line a Jacke daw, 
that gapcs ta be led with chæſe curdes, O heele giue a villa⸗ 
nous pul at a Tan of double Bere, but Dodge and J haue 
the vintage. we malt dzinke firf, becauſe wee are the eldeſi 
journepmen. 

Eyre. Mhat is thy name? 

Lacie. Bans, H4ns.Penlter. 

Eyre, Gtut mee thy hand th'act welcome, Hodge enters 
taine bim, Firke bio him welcome, coms Mans, run wife, 
bid your malds, your Trallibubs,make readp mp fine mens 
b;eakefats: to hum Hodge. 
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Hodge. Bans th'art welcome, vſe thy ſelſe friendly, fog 
we are god fel o nes, iſ noi thou ſhalt be fought with, wert 
thou bigger then a Slant. 

Ficke, Pea imd t zunke with, wert thou Gargantua, my 
maiffer hæpes no cowards, J tell th: doe, bop, bzing him 
an h#le-block,h@res a new fournepman. 

Enter boy. 

Lacy, O ich werſto, you Ich moct en halue doſſen Cans 

betaeten : hero bap nempt _ ſki{!{ng,tep «ns frellt le. 
Exit boy, 

Eyre, Naicke ſnipper ſnapper, awap Firke, ſcowze thp 
th;oate, thou (halt waſh it with Caſtillan licour, come mp 
laſt of thefines,gine me a Can,haus tothe Enter boy, 
Vans. here Dodge, here Fuke, dzinke pou mad Grekes, 
and wozke like true Trovans, ano pzay foz Simon Ey3e 
the Shomaker: here Hans and th art welcome. 

Firke. Loe dame pon would haue loſt a good ſellow that 
tolll teach vs to laugh. this berre came hopping in well. 

Wife, Simon it is al mot ſe auen. 

Eyre. Is t ſo dame clapper dudgeon, is t ſenen a clocke, 
and my mens b:2akefaſt not readp ? trip and go pon ſouſt 
tunger, away, come pou madde Viper boꝛe ans, follow mee 
Hodge follow me Hans, come aſtet my ſlue Firk, to wozke 
to wozke a lohilc, and then to bꝛeakf at. Exit. 

Firk. @oft, vat, vam, good Vans, though my matter haue 
no moze lvit,but to call pou afoz0 me, I am not ſo faltſh to 
go behmd yon. I be ſag the eloer iournepman. = Exenas, 

Hollowing within. Enter Warner, and Hammon, 
like hunters. - 

Hammon.Coſen, beate eucrp biake, the game's not lar, 
This wap with winged ſte be fled from death, 
71M the parſatng bounds ſenting dis eps: 
Find oat his high wap fo deſtruction, | 
Bede 
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Belldes, the millcrs bop told me enen now, 
He (aw bim take ſoile, and de hallowed him, 
Afﬀfirming him ſo emboſt, 
That long he could not hold. 
Warner, Ik it be (o, 
Tis bed we trace theſe meddowes by old Fozd. 
A noiſe of hunters within,enter a boy, 
Hammon. Pow now bop, Wheres the deere?ſpeak,ſaw(t 
thou him: 4 
Boy O. yea I ſaw him leope thzough a hedge, and then 
ouer a ditch, then at mp Lozd Batozs pale,oner hee ſkipt 
1 me and in he went me, and holla the hunters cride, g thers 
boy there bop, but there be is a mine honeſtp. 
Ham. Bop Cod a mercy,colen lets awap, 
A þope we ſhal find better (pozt to dap. extunt, 
Hunting within, entet Roſe, and Sibill. 
Roſe, Wibp Stbfll wilt thou pzoue a ſoreſter 
Sibill. Upon ſome na, fozreſter,go by: nof4ith miſtris, 
the diere came running into the barne thjough the 03- 
k chard,x ouer the pale, J wot well, I lat as pale as anew 
ob&ſe to ſæ him. but whip ſ dies god mm pin; cloſe vy with 
bis falle, and aur iche with a pong, and downe be fell, 
| and they vpon bim and I vpan them, by mp troth wee bad 
1 ſach ſpozt, and in the end wee ended dim dis th:zoate wes 
| cut,fleadhim,vnho:no him, and mp l0zd Paioz hal cat of 
dim anon when be comes. 
Horner ſound within, 
Roſe, Beark, heark,the bunters co ns, yarebef take 
herd thel'e haze a ſaping ts pou fo; this deed. 
Enter Hammon, Warner huntſmen, and boy. 
1 Ham, od ſaas vou fatre ladies. 
| | Sibil. Ladies, O grofe! 
| Wa. Cams not a buche this wap z 
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Roſe. No, but two Does. 
Ham. And which wap went they? faith w&l hunt at thoſe 
Sibil. At thoſe: vpon ſame no: when,can rou tell 
War, Upon ſome, J. 

Sibil. Gad Lozd! 

War. Wounds then farewell. 

Boy. This wap fic he ranne, 

Ham, This wap heranne ind&d,faire miffris Role, 

Our game was latelp in pour ozchard ſ&ne. 
War, Can pou aduiſe wþich way he te his flight 
Sibil. Followe your noſe, his hoznes will guide you 
t 


War. Thart a mad wench. 
Sibill. O rich! 
Roſe, Truſt me, not J. 
It is not like that the wild fozref deere, 
Woald come ſoncare to places of reſozt, 
Non are deceiu'd, be fled ſome other way, 
War. Which way my ſager-candie, can pon ſhew? 
Sibil. Come bp god honniſops, bpon ſome, no. 
Roſe, Why doe you ſay, and not purſne pour game: 
Si bill. Ile hold mp life their hunting nags be lame. 
Ham, 4 d&re,moze dere is found within this place, 
Roſe, But not the dere(ſtr)which pou had in chace. 
Ham, I chac'd the dere, but this deere chaceth me, 
Roſe, The ſtrangeſt hunting that euer J ſie, 
But wheres pour parke? 
She offers to goe away, 
Ham, Tis here: © tap. | 
Roſe, Jmpale me, and then J will not ran. 
Wat. They angle wench,wo are moze kind then they. 
Sibil. What kind ofheart is 8 heart) ꝓou — 
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War, 1 hart, deare hark. 
Sibil. Who euer ſaw the lcke⸗ 
R ſe. To loſe pour heart is t poſſlble rou con ; 
Ham. y beart is loft. 
Rote. Alack god Gentleman. 
Ham, This pe loſt hatt would 7 wiſh pon might finde. 
Roſe, Nou by ſnch luck might pꝛeut rour bar? a binde. 
Ham, Wibp Luck bad hoznrs,fo baue 7 heart ſome ſap. 
Roſe, Now God and't be Hts wil ſend Luck tyto your wap. 
Emer L. Maior,and ſernants. 
L. Mai. Nhat ꝙ. Gammon, welcome to old F020, 
Sibil. Gods plttikins, bands eff ur, eres my Lozd. 
L. Maior. J dear pou had ill lucke, and loft pour game. 
Hammon, Tis true my L 02d, 
L.Mzior, I am ſo rie fo: the ſame, 
What Oentieman is this ? 
Hammon, Mp bꝛathet in law. 
L. Maior. Pare welcome both, ſith Foꝛtune offers port 
Into mp hands vou ſhail not part from bence, 
Until vou haue refrcfht pour wearted limmes : 
Go Sibcll couer the vozd,you ſhall be gneſt᷑ 
To no god che are, bat suen g hunters fe alk, 
Hammon. i thanke pour Le2vſhip: coſen on my life, 
Noz out loſt vemſon, I (hall flade a wife. Excunt. 
L. Maior. In gentlemen, Ile note abſent long, 
Tbis Mammon is a pꝛoper Gentleman, 
A cittizen by birth fairely allide, 
How fit an haſband were he foz my girle e 
Mell, J will in, and do the beit 1 can, 
To match mr daughter to this Gentlcman. Exit. 
Enter Late Shipper, Hodge and Fu ke. 
Skip. Ick ſal pow wat ſeggen Hans, dis ſkip dat comen 
from Cano is alwol, by gots ſacrament, van ſugar, cinet, 
Amond, 
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almond, Cambꝛick, end alle dingen towſand towſand ding, 
nempt it Vaus,nempt it voz v meeſter, dacr be de bils van 
laden, poor meeſter © mon Eye (al hae god coptn, wat 
ſcgaen vou Vans s 

Firke, Wiat ſeggen de reggen de copen , open, laugh 
Vodge laugh. 

Lacie. Pine lieuer bzoder Firke,bzingt meeſter pe lot 
der gat vn ſwannckin, dacr ſal pon finde dis ſkipper end 
me, wat ſeggen pow bzoder Firke ? dot it Hodge come 
Skipper. Exennt, 

Firke. Bꝛing bim qd, you, heres no knanery, to baing mp 
maiſter to buy a ſhip , wozth the lading of 2. 02 3. bundzed 
thouſand peũds, alas thats nothing, a trifle,a bable Hodge, 

Hod. The truth is Firk that the marchant owner of the 
ſhip dares not ſhew bis head, and therfoze this Ripper that 
deales fo; dim fo; the loue he beares to Hans eſtets mp ma⸗ 
ſer Epze a bargaine in the commodities, bee hail baue a 
reaſonable day of payment, bee map ſell the wares by that 
time and be an huge gainer himſclte. 

Firk.Vca,but can mp fellow Hans lend mp maſter ttwen- 
tic pozpcntines as an earneſt pennie. 

Hodge, Poztegucs thou wouldit ſay, here tht y be Fiche, 
heath, the ꝓ gingle in my pocket like S. Mat y QAuteties bels. 
Enter Eyre and bu wife, 

Firke: Pum,bere comes mp dame and my maiſter ſheele 
fcold on mp life, ſoʒ lovtcring this Pondap, but al's gas let 
them all ſay what tbep can, Pon1dap's onr holpdap. 

Wife. Pou ſing fir ſauce, but I beſhe w rour heart, 

I fear fo; this pour ſinging we ſhall (mart. 

Firk. Smart ſoʒ me dame, whp dame, why? 

Hodg. Paiſter J hope powle not ſuffer mp dame fo fake 
downe your iourne pmen. 

— ̃ n n 
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her dolune f@,a butfon-hole lower, 

Eyre, Peace Firk,not Hodge, by the life ot Pharao, by 
the Loo of Ludgate, by this beard, cuerp haite whereof J 
valew ata Kings ranſome, che ſhall not meddle with por, 
peace yon bumbaſt-cotten-candle queone , a\var quene of 
clubs quarrel not withmee and mp men, with mee and mp 
fine Fiche ils firke pon (f pou do. 

Wife, Pea pca man, pon map vle mo as pou pleaſe : bat 
let that paſſe, 

Eyre, Let it paſſe, let it vaniſh away: peace,am I not S(- 
mon Epꝛe? art not theſe mp bzaue men? bꝛaue ſhomakers, 
all gentlemen of the geatlecraft-pzince am I none, pet am 
Anobly bome , as being the ſole ſonne of a Sheema⸗ 
ker, a\vap rubbiſh , vaniſh , melt melt like ktichin tutte. 

Wife, Pea,pea,tis wel, I muſt be calo rubbich, kitchin« 
tne (oz a ſoꝛt of Ruaues. 

Fitke. Nap dame , pou ſhall not wæpe and waile in woe 
ko mee matter ile ſtap no longer, hetes a vennentozte of 
mp ſhop tooles:adue maſter, Hodge farewel. 

Hodge, Nap ſtay Kirke, thon ſhatt not go alone. 

Wife. I p:ap let them goe,thore be mo maides then mabo⸗ 
kin,moze men then Hodge, and moze fooles then Firke. 

Firke, Fooles? nailes if J farry now, J would my guts 
might be turnd to ſho-th;ead, 

Hodge. And if I ſtay , Ypzay God J may be tuend to a 
=_ , andſet in Finſbury foz botes to chocte at: come 

b. 

Eyre. Stay my fine knaues vou armes of my trade, you 
pillars of my pꝛofeſtion. M pat, ſh all a tittie tattles wozds 
make vou fozſake Stmon ©pze? auaunt kitebintuffe,rippe 
vou bzowne bzead tannikin , out of mp ſight, mone me not, 
bane not J tane pon from ſelling tripes in Caſtchrape, 
and ſet pou in my ſhop , and made pon þaile _— — 
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Simon eye tte Homaker / and nov do pou beale thug 
with mp 36urnepmen ? L oke you polvacr beſe gutane 
en the face of Hodge,hars a face fo? a Loy, 

Firk. And hers a face foz any Lady mn Chiiſtentome. 

Eyre, Rip pen chitterling, auaunt boy, hid the tapfter of 
tbe Bozes head fill me a doozen Cans of tare foz mp tours 
neymen. 

Firke, A doozen Cans ? O bzane, Hodge now Ile ap. 

Eyre. And the knaue fils any moze then two, he paves fo3 
them : a doozen Cans of cete foz mp tournymen, he ate por 
mad Me ſopotamians, waſh pour livers with this liquour, 
where be the odde ten / no moze Padge,no moe, well ſafd, 
dainne g to wo: k:what wozke doff thou Yodge?what work? 

Hodge, J am amaking a paire of ſhooes fo; mp Lozo 
Papozs daughter milkreſſe Roſe. 

Firk. And J a pairs of ſhooc s foz bill mp Lozds maide, 
Ideale with her. 

Eyre, Sibil 2 fle, defile not thy fine woʒhtemanty firgers 
{th the feefe of Kifchinfoffe, and baſting ladiss, L ad ies of 
the Court, fine Ladies, my lads,commlt their f&t to our ap⸗ 
parelling, put groſſe wozke to Þans:parke andſcame, parh 
and ſeame. 

Firke. F02 varking e ſeaming let me alone J come took, 
Hodge. Mell maiſter all this is from the bias, do pon re- 
member the ſhip my fellow Vans told you of, the Skipper 
and he are both dꝛinking at theſwan-here be the Poztigues 
to nine earneft,jif you go thzongh with it, you cannot chooſe 
but ve a Lozd atleoff, | 

Firk, Ay dame, if my maiſter pꝛout not a L0zd,and you 
aL adie,hang me. 

Wiſe. Bea like jnovgh,\fyou may loifer and tipple thus. 

Firke, Tipple dame no we haue bene bargaining with 


Skellum Skanderbag:ci pon Dutch ſpzeaken foz a ſhip cs 
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Entet the boy with a veluet conte,and an Aldermans 
g »wne,Ayre puts it on. 

Eic, Pace Fick, ſilence titfle tattle: Hodge, ile go thiongh 
with it, herrs a ſeale ring, J baue ſent ſo: a garded gown, 
and a 5amalk Caſock, ſee where it con es, le here Maggy 
help me Fick. apparrel me Hodge, ſilas and (atten pon mad 
Pinitſtincs dhe and ſatten. 

Firk. Ba, ha, my matiter wil be as pzoud as a dogge in a 
dublet, al in beaten damaſke and veluet. 

Eyre, Softip Firke, toz rearing of the nap , and wearing 
thzcad-bace my garments : how doſt thou like m Firke :? 
bow do I loke, my fine Hodge. 

Hodge, Whp now you loke like poor ſelfmaſter, & war- 
rant yon, ther s few in the city, but will gine pou the wall, x 
come vpan pon with the right wozſhipful. 

Fitke. Nafl:s my mater lo tes like a thzed=bare cloaks 
new turn d, and dꝛeſt: Tod, Lozd,toſ& what god raiment - 
doth: dame, dane. ate vou not enamoared ? 

Eire, How ſaiſt thou ꝙ agg. am J not bziſheam J not fine: 

Wife, Fine/by mp troth ſweet heart verp fine: by mp froth 

Jneuer lit the ſo wel in mp life (wete hear. But let that 

e, J warrant there i wanp women in the cite haue not 

ach handſome hul hands, but onlp foz their appatell, but let 
that paſſe tw. Enter Hans and Skipper. 

Hans, Godden dap mecfer, dis be de ſkipper dat beb de 
ſup uvm marchandice,ve eommodi(y ben god nempt it mas 
ſter, nempt it. 

Aue. Godamercy Hans, welcome ſkipper, where lics 
this thip of marchandice? 

Skip. De ſkip hene in ronere: doz bee ban ſugar, ciuet᷑, 
Almonds, Cambzicke, and a towſand towſaind tings ,gots 
ſacrament.nempt it meſter, ye (al heb god copen. * 

irke. 
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Fick, To him matter © (ware wilffer, © (wat was, 
rm, umas, ſugtr cy. cattat rots,turnups, O bat ut 
fatting meate, let not a men buy a nutmeg but your ſelfe. 

Eyre. Peace iche, come kippe r, Jle noc abzoad with 
pon, aus haue you made bim zinke: 

Skip, Vaw, zalu ſe heb vt ale ge dzuncke 

Eyre, Come Haus follow me : Skipper, then ſhalt hare 
my countraance in the Cittp. Fxeunt, 

Firk, Paw beb veale ge dzunck.quoth a: they may well 
be coiled butter-borc a, when thep dzinbke fat veale , x thicke 
beare to: but come dame, I hope youle chide vs no moe. 

Wite, No faith Firke,no perdp Podge, J do fele honour 
er&pe vpon me, and which is moze,a certaine riſing in mp 
lech but let that paſſe, 

Firk, Atung in ponr fleſh dor pou fle ſay pore i For map 
be with child, but why Gould not mp maiſter felt ac 
tu his fl ih bauing a gowve and gold ring on, bat you att 
ſuch a ſhew, yoult ſore pull bim downe. 

Wi da ba, puthæ peate, thou med mo wozthip laugh, 
but let that paſſe: come ile goe in Hodge, pꝛethe goe beſoze 
me. Tk folloty me. 

Fi. Ftrkc doth folloſn, Bodge paſſe ont ia Nate. Fxeune, 

Enter Lincolne and Dodger, 
Li. Vow now god Dodger, wha's the news in France? 

Dodg. Þy Lon, bpon the tig btæne dap of Day, 

KT be French and Crgilſh were pzeparde to fight, 

Each ſide with eager fury gane tbe ſigns 

E'\fa molt bot encounter, ue long heures 

Both armies forght together: at the length, 

Che lot of vic zie fell on our ſides, 

Twelve thorſand ofthe Frenehmen that day dide, 

Foure thouſand Eagliſh,and nd mon of awe, 

Tut Cepialne N pam, and pong Artington, 
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£ivo gallant Gentlemen, I knew them well. 

Lin. But Dodger pꝛethe tell me in this fight, 
{How did mycozen Lacie beare himſelfe z 

Dodger. M Lozb,pourcoſen Lacie was not there. 

Linc.Not there: Dog. go, my good Lozd, 

Lin, Sure thou miſt akeſt, 

J ſaw bim ſhipt, and a thouſand eyes beſide, 
Were witneſſes of the farewels which be gaue, 
Uhen J with weeping epes bid him ade w: 
Dodger fake hed. 

Dodges.Pp Lo2d J am adniſde, 
That what I ſpake is true: to pzooue it ſo, 
Dis coſon Aſkew that ſupplide his place, 
Sent me foz bim from France, that ſecretly 
He might conuep himſelte dither. 

Lin. Iſt euen ſo, 
Dares he ſo carelefely venture his life, 
Wpon the indignation of a Ring: 
Bath be deſpiſd my lone, and (purnd thoſe faudurs 
Whbich J with pzodigall band pow2d on his head z 
He ih ill repent his raſhneſſe with his ſoule, 
Since of my loue be makes no eſtimate, 
In make him wiſh be bad not knowne my hate, 
Thou halt no other netwes ? 

Dodger. None elſe, mp Lozd. 

Lin. None wozſe J know thou haſt : pzoenre the king 
Tocrowne his giddic bzowes with ample honozs, 
Send him che&fe Colonell, and all my hope 
Thus to be dacht but tis in batne to grieue, 

One euill cannot a wozſe releue : 
Upon mp life I haue found out bis plot, 
That old dog Loue that fatund vpon bim ſo, 


Loue to that puling girle,bis faire chrut Role, 
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The Lerd Paiozs daoghter bath diftraced him 
And to the fire of toat loues lunacie, __ 
oth he burnt vp yimſclfe,conſum'd his credite, 
Loft the kings loue, vea ano I feare, his life, 
Onely o get a wanton to his wile: 
Dod ger, it is ſo. 

Dodger. J feare ſs, mp god Led. 

Liacolne. Jt ts ſo,nap (are it cannot be. 
J am at mp wits end Dodger. 

Dodger, Pea mp L 03d. 

Lin, Tyou art acquaifited with wy Nephetves haunts, 
Spend this gold fo; thy patnes,goe ſeeke bum out, 
Watch at m Lord Datozs (there if he line) 
Dodger thou ſhalt be ſure to mete with dim: 
P2zethee be diligent. Lacie thy name 
lud once in honour, now dead in ſhame ; 
Be eirtumſpect. Exit.) 

Dodger. I warrant pon mp Lozd, Exit, 

Emer Lord Manor and Maiſter Scotte. 

L Ma.G20d maiſter Scot, J haue beene bold with pon, 
Co bc a wi:ael7c to a wedding knot, 
Bet wirt pong maiſter Hamm on and mp daughter, 
© (land all de, ſæ where the louers come. 

Enter Hammon and Roſe, 

Roſe. Tan it be poſſible pon lone me ſo: 
No,no. within thoſe cye-bals J eſpie, 
Appatant likelipbods of flattery, | 
Pia nom let go mp hand. a. 

Hammon. Swete miſtris Roſe, 
Milco rue not mp wozds,noz milconctine, 
Of mp affection, whoſe denoted ſonle ; 
Swwcares that Jloae the dearer then mp heart. 
Roſe. ds deate as pour owne 9 Itudge it right. 
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Penlone their hearts beſt when th art ont of üght. 
Hammon, J lone pou, by thts hand, 
Roſe. Pet hands off nom: 
Tf fl:lh be fraue, b weake and frail's pour bowe # 
Hm, Then by mp life {fweare. 
Roſe, Zhen do not biawle, 
Onequarcellloſeth wife and life and all, 
As no: pour meamng thus ? 
Ham. J1faithrou felt. 
Roſe. Loue loues to ſpoꝛt᷑.thertfoꝛe ſesue loue p'are bett. 
L Maior. Nhat: ſquare they maiſtet Scot ? 
Scot. Sir, neuer doubt, 
Loners are quickly in and quickly out. 
Ham, Sweat Roſe, be not ſo ſtrange infanſping me, 
Nay neuer turne aſive ſhunne not my ſight, 
J am not growne ſo fond, to fand my loue 
On any that ſhall quit it with diſdaiae, 
If you will lone me, ſo, it not, farewell. 
Ma. Ah bow now louers,ere pou both agreed 2 
Ham, Pes faith my Lozd. (daughter. 
L. Maior. Tis well. cine mee pour hand, giue me pours 
Do no, both pull back what weancs this,atrlc z 
Roſe. I meane to liue a matde, 
Ham But not to t ie one pawſe ere that be ſaſd. aſide. 
L Mai. Mill vou ill crofſe me: ill be obſtmate? 
Hamond ay chide her not my Lozd fo; doing well, 
Ifſhe can line an happy virains life, 
Tis farre moꝛe hleſſe o then to be a wiſe, 
Roſe. Sap fic J cannot, haue made a volw, 
do euer be my huſband, tis not yon. 
L. Mai. Pour tongue is quick but ꝙ. Damond know, 
I bad pou welcome to another end. 
Ham. That, would pou haue me pule,x pine, and pꝛap, 
Muß 
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With lonely ladie miſtris of mpheart, 
Pardon your ſernant,and the rimer play, 
Rapling on Cupid, and his tpzants dart, 
Oz ſhall 4 ba>ertake ſome martiall ſpotle, 
Wearing pour glone at ſurnep, and at tilt, 
And tell how many gallants J vaho;f, 
Sete, will this pleaſure pou ? 
Roſe. Pes, when wilt begin 
A bat loue-rimes man? fle on that deadlp unn. 
L.Maior, If you will baue her, Ale make ber agrik. 
Ham, Cntezee d loue is wozſe then hate to me, 
There is a wench kepes ſhop in the old change, 
To het will 3, u is not wealth J ſ@&ke, 
I baue enough, and will pzeferre ber lout 
Wefoze the wozld : mo pd loꝛd Patoz ade w, 
Old lone fo2 me, I hane no luck with new, 
Eu 


it. 
L. M:ior, Now mammet pon hene wel behan d your fate, 
But you ſhall cuxie pour toyneſſe if I line : 
Whoſs wichin [ere -(& you congap pour miſtris — 
Straight to th old Fozde, Ale kepe pou ſtraight enough. 
Foze Cod J would bane (wozne the puling girle, 
Would willingly accepted Bammens loue, 
But baniſh him my thoughts, go minion in, =ExirRoſe, 
ob tell me maiſter Scot, would psa haus thought, 
C bat maiſter Simon Epꝛe the ſhomaker, 
Had bene of wealth to bup ſach matt handize⸗ 
Scot. Twas well my Lozd, pour honour, and mp ſelfe, 
Grew partners with him ſoꝛ pour bils of lading, 
Sbew that Eyꝛes gaincs in one commoditte, 
Riſe at the le aſt to full thz& thouſand pound, 
Belldes like gaine in other marchandize. 
L.Major, Wel he ſhall ſpend * of his thouſands _—_ 
I 
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Fo: I baue ſent fo2 dim tothe ulld Hal, Euter Eyre, 
Sx where he comes: god mozrow maller Cle. 
Eyre, Poe Diman Epe, my Lost, vou ſpomaker. 
L.Maior, CAcl wel, it likes pour ſelſe to terme pou lo, 
Now Þ Dodger, whats the mus with you? 
Enter Dodger. 
Dodger, Ide glad!» (p:akc in pnuate ta pour hono?. 
L M:ior, Vu (hal, pau Chal ; maſter Cp2:e,and Þ, Scot, 
J haue ſome buſgaclle with tbis gentleman, 
J p:ap let me intreate pou to walke befaze 
To the Guild hall, e follow pꝛeſentip, 
Palker Epꝛe, I hope exe none to call pou Dhiriffe, 
Eyre. I would not care / mp Lozd)if yon might call mee 
King of Spaine, come maſter Scot. 
L.Major, Now maifter Dodger, whats the netwes por 
bing? 
Dod. The Earle of Lincolue by me grets pour lozdſhip 
And carneftip requeſts rouſ it you can 
Infozme him where his Nephew C acy kepes, 
L. Maior. Js not his Nepbew Lacie now in France? 
Dodger. No aſſure pour lozoſhip, but diſguiſoe 
Turkes here in London. 
L. Maior. London: ist euen ſo⸗ 
It map be, but vpon mv faith and ſouls, 
Jknow not where b* lines, oz whether he lines, 
So tel mp Lozd of Lincaine: lurch in London 
Mell maſter Dodger, vou perbaps may ſtart him, 
Be but the meanes'orid him into France, 
Ne giac von a dozen angels fo2 pour paines, 
So much Jloue bis honovr, hate bis Nepbetn, 
And pꝛethæ ſo i1fozme thy i0zd from me. 
Dodger, I take my leane. exit Dodger. 
L. Maior, Farewell god maſter Dodger. 


Lacie 
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Lacie in London ? J dare palune up life, 

y dau bter knowes thereof, and fo2 that cauſe, 

Denide vong Paiſter Hammen in bis lone, 

Nel {fam glad | ſent ber to old Foꝛde, 

Gods lo: d tis late, to Guilo Hall muſt hie, 

IJ know mp bett zen ſtay mp companp, Exit, 
Enter Firke,Eyres wife Haus and Roger, 

Wife. Thou goeſt to falt foz me Roger. 

Fitke. J fo:loth. 

Wite, J pzav the tunns (doe pou he are) runne to Cuilo 
Hall. and learne if mp huſband maiſter C pꝛe will take thet 
— bocation of Þ.Shiriff: vpon him, hie thee g 

irke. 

Firke, Take it: well J goe, and he ſhould not take it, Firk 
ſweares to foz\weare him, ves fozſcath I go to Guild hall. 
Wife, Nap when: thou art too compendious, and tedious. 

Firke, © rare, pour excellente is full of cloquence, bow 
like anew cart whele my dame ſpcakes, and ſhe lokes like 
an ol muſty ale-bottle going to (calving. 

Wife, Nap when ? thou wilt make me melancholy. 

Firke, Cad ſozbid pour wozſhip ſhould fall into that bu- 
monr, Jrunne. Exit 

Wife. Let me ſæ now Roger and Vans 

R. 3 fuſooth dame mifiris I ſhould ſay) but the old terme 
ſo ſtickes ta the rofc of mp mouth, can bardlp lick it cf 

Wife. Carn lohat thou wilt good Reger, dame is a fairs 
neme foꝛ av honeſt Chꝛiſtian, but let that paſſe, dow doo 
thon Hans 

Hans. Ott tanck pon bꝛ0. 

Wife, el Mans and Roger vou ſ God hath blef# vour 
maiſter, and per die if «cr bet cemes to bee P.Shiriffe of 
London cas we are al moztal) you ſhall ſ& will bane ſeme 
adde thing oz other in a coʒnet foz vou: J will not be pour 

E 3 back 
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backe friend,butlet that paſte, N ans pzap the ſpe mp ſhoe, 

Hans. Paw ic ſal vzo. 

Wife. Regcr,thou knowſt the length of my fote, as it is 
nene of the biggeſt, ſo q thank God it is hand ſome enongh, 
pꝛethe let me haue a paire ofſhocs made, Toe good Ro⸗ 
get, wodden bele fo. 

Hodge. Ponthall. 

Wie. Art thou acquainted with neuer a fardingale-ma⸗ 
ker, no a tench-hod maker, I muſt enlarge mp bumme, 
t a, ha, bow ſhall J loke in a bode J wonder : perdie 8dlp 
J thinke. 

Roger. As a Catte out of a pillozie, berp weil { worrant 
pou miſtreſſe. 

Wife, Ind ed allfleth is graffe, and Roger, caiſt thon tell 
where J map bupe a good hapze ? 

Roger. es ſoꝛſath, at the paulterer in Gracious freek. 

Wife. Thou art an vngratious wag, perop, J meane a 
falſe haire foz my petiwig 

Roger. Why miſtris, the next time Xeat my beard, you 
ch ul bane the (hanings of it, but they arc all true baices. 

Wi It is verp hot, I muſt get me a fan oꝛ elſe amalke. 

Rog. ©0 pan had ned, to hide pour wicked face. 

Wile, Fie vpen it, how cofflp this woꝛld s calling is, per; 
dy, but that it is one of the wonder full woꝛkes of God, A 
would not deale with it: is not Firke come pet? Vans, be 
not ſo ſad, let it paſſe and vanich as mp huſuands worchip 
fares. | 

= Ick bin bꝛolicke, lot ſ& pou ſo, | 

Roger. Pt{rio, will pou dzinks a pipe of Tobacco? 

Wie. © fie vpon it Rager, perdy, theſe filthy Tobaccs 
pipes arc the moſt idle Naneriag bables that euer I felt:out 
vpn it, God bliTe vs, men looke not like mei that vie 


them. 
Enter 
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Enter Rophe being lame. 

Roger, What fellow Rafe : q; iſi ci ie loke here, ines 
duſband; why how now, lame? Hens make much cf him, 
bes a bzothcr of our trade, aged woztemay , and a tail 
ſoald(er. 

Hans, Nou be welcome bzoder, 

Wife, Pardie J knew him not, how doſt thou god Nafe? 
Jam glad to ſx the& well, 

Rafe I would © od pon ſaw me dame as wel, 

As when J went from London into France. 
Wife. Tru mee J am ſozrie Rafe to (& thee impatent, 
Lozd hol the warres haue made him Sun-burnt: the left 
leg is not wel: twas a faire gift of God the infirmitie toe 
not hold a litle bigher , conlldeting theu cameſt from 
France: but let that paſſe. 
Rafe, Jam glad toſ@ pou well, and Jretovee 
To heare that God bath bleſt my maiſter ſo 
Since my departure. 
Wife, Pea truly Rafe, I thanke mp maker: but let that 
alte. 
Peg An ſirra Rate, inhat ne wee, what news in France? 

Rate, Tel me god Roger firſt, what ne mis in Cnalmy? ? 
Vo does mp Jane ? when didit thou ſ mp wife : 
Where liucs wp poze heart ? h le be poze int d, 
Now J want limbs to get whereon to ford, 

Roger, Limbs? haſt thou not hanos men? thou ſha't no⸗ 
ner ſ& a ſhoomaker want bead, though be haue but tyze 
fingers on a hand. 

Rafe, Vet all this while T heare not of wp Jane. 

Wiſe, © Rafe pour wife , perdie wee knowe not Whats 
became of ber: he was here a while and becavulc ſhe was 
marryed,gre\p moze ately then became ber, 2 cheetit ber, 


and ſo fozth, away ſhc fl ang, neuer returned , noz late bih 
ne? 
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non bah : and Race pon uo. ha mee, ua th. And ſo as J 
tell ve. Noger is not Firke come pot ? 

Roger. No fozloth, 

Wite, And ſo indeed we heard not of her, but I Leare G& 
lines in London: bat let that paſſe, if h had wanted, ſha 
might haut opened her caſe to me o my huſvand, oz to any 
of mp men, I am ſure tberes not any of them perdie , but 
would baue done her god to his power. Vans loke if 


Firke be come. 
Exit Hans, 


Hans, 'Paw it ſal vzo. 

Wife. And ſo as J ſatd : but Rafe, why doff tho we&pe? 
thou knowelt that n1ked wes came out of our mothers 
wombe, and naked we muſt returne,and therefaze thanke 
God fo? all things. 

Roger, Qs faith Jane is a ranger here, but Rafe 
pull vp a gos heart J know thou haſt one, thy wife man, 
is in London. one tolde mx be ſave her a while agas ve- 
rpe bzaue wo neate, wale ferret ber out, and London 
bolde her. 

Wife. Alas, phie ſonle, bes oner-come with ſozrowe, 
be does but as J doe, wepe fo: the lol: of any god thing: 
bat Rae, get thee in, call fox ſome meate and dzinks , thou 
ſhalt find me wozlhipfnll towards thee. 

Rafe, I tame por dame ſince 4 wantlims and lands, 
Ile to God my god fitends, and to theſe mp hands. 

Exit. 


Enter Haut, and Firke running. 


Fyrke. Kunne god Dans, O Hodge, O miſtres, Podge 
beaat v3 thine cares,miltreT; ſmugge bp pour lookes , on 
with 
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with your beſt apparell,mp maifer is choſen,my maſter is 
called,nap tondenm d by the crpe of the country to be ſh{- 

riffe of the Citie, fo2 this famous peare now to come ; and 

time now being, a great many men in black gownes wers 

aſkt foz theic voices, and their hands, and mp maſter had 

all theic fiffs aboat his eares pzeſently, and they crped J, 

5.1, J and ſo I came awap, wherefoze without all other 

grieue. 1 dos ſalg'e you miſtreſſe ſhziene. 

Haus. am, my meſter is de grot man, de ſhzieue. 

Roger, Did not I tell pou miſtris : now 4 map boldly 
ſap, good mozrow to your wozſhip, 

Wife, God mozrow gd Roger, I thanke pou mp god 
people all. Fiche, hold dy thy hand, het s a thæ · pem pace 
fo; thy tidings. 

Firke, Tis but tha halfe pence, I thinke : yes, tis thi& 
pence, I ſmell the Koſe. 

Roger. But miſtreſſe, be rulde by me, and dg not ſpeake 
ſo paling!p. 

Firk, Tis her wozthip ſpeakes ſo, and not ſhee,no faith 
miftreTe,ſpeake me in the olde key, to it Firke,there god 
Firkc,plie pour buſintiſe Podge, Hodge, with a ful mouth: 
Ile fill pour bellies with god cheare til they cru (wang. 


Enter Simon Eire wearing a gold chaine. 

Hans. $& myn licuer bꝛoder, dar compt my meeſter. 

Wife. Welcome home maiſter ſhzieue, J pzap God con 
tinne pou in health and wealth, 

Eyre, te here mp Paggy, a chame, a gold chaine fog 
Simon ©pze, 3 hall make thee a Lady. her s a French had 
toꝛ thee, on with it. on wich it dꝛeſſe thy bzowes with this 
flap of a ſhoulder of mutton, to make the loke louely: where 
be mp fo men ? Koger, Ile make oner my ſhop and tales 
es Hans, —_— 
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haue an hund;ed fo; twentie, bec 8s mad knauee as pour 
maiſter Sim Epꝛe hath bin,+ pou ſhall liue to be Sherimis 
of Loadon : how daſt thou like me Pargerp? Pzince am F 
none pet am 4 pꝛincelp bozne, Firke, Hocge, and Mans. 

Al 3 . J fozfoth. what ſaies poui wozſhip miſtris Herife ; 

Eyre, (Uo:ſhip and honour pon Babllonien knanes, fo 
the Gentle Crafi:vut J ſoꝛgot my ſelſe, J am hidden by my 
Lozd (Patio; to dinner to old Ford, hes gone b:fozer, J muſt 
after : come Badge , on with pour trinkets: now my true 
Trolans my fine Firke , my dapper Yodge , mp hon:\k 
Dans, ſome deulce, ſo ne adde crochets, ſome moꝛris, oz ſuch 
like,foz the honour of the gentle ſho-malkers, mie mee at 
old Foꝛd, pou know my minde: come Madge, awap,ſhutte 
bp the ſhop knancs,and make holiday. Exennt, 

Firk. O rare, O baue, come Hodge. follow me Hans, 
Wele be with them foꝛ a mo27is dance. Excunt. 

Enter Lord AMaior, Eyre, his we, Sibill in a French-hood, 

and other ſernants, 
L.Maior, Truſt mæ pou are as welcome fo old Fad, 


as 7 mp ſ-1fe. 
Wife, Zrneclp J thanke pour Orp. 
L. Mor. Mould our bad chœre were wozth the thanks 
pon gt1e. 
9 re. Good chere my Tod Palo}, fine chere , a fine 
houſe, fine wales, all fine and neat. 
L.Maior. Now by mp trotb Jie tel ther mailter Cre, 
It does me god and all mp b2ethzen, 
That ſuch a madcap fellow as th ſeife 
Is entred into our ſocictie 
Wite, J but my Tod, h@ muff learne no to to pul tt on 
ar auitte. 
Eyre. Pꝛace Maggy. a fig fo graaitp, when J go to Guild 
dal in my ſcarlet gotone, Jlelok as demurelp as a _ ,and 
peake 
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ſpeak as grauely as a tuſlite of peace, but now J am here at 
old Foꝛd, at my god L. Paſjozs houſe, let it go bo, vaniſh 
Magg v, Je be merry, away with flip flap, theſe fit ries, 
theſe gullecies: what bunny? Pzincs wn J none, et am 4 
Þzincelp bone: what (aies mp Lozd Pato: 

L Maio. a, ha, ha, J had rather then a thouſand pound, 
I dad an heart bat Laife ſo light as pours, 

Eyre, Ay what Gould J do mp Load ? a pound of care 
paies nat a dʒam at debt:hum,lets be merrp whiles be are 
vong old age,ſacke and lug ar will Neale vpon bs ere tus be 
aware. 

L. Ma. Its wel done miſtris Exe, ay giue gad counſel 
to mp daughter. 

Wife, J dope miſtris Roſe wil haue the grace to fake no⸗ 
thing thats bad, 

L. Ma. zap Cod te do, fo2 (faith milkris Cpze, 

I would beſtew vpon that peutth girlie, 

A thouland Parks moze then J meane to ging her, 
Upon condition ſhed be rulds by me, 

The Ape fill croſeth me : there came oflate. 

A pꝛoper Oentleman of faire renenewes, 
home gladip I would call ſonne in law? 

But my fine cockney would haue none of him. 
Poule pꝛoue acockſcombe fozit ere you die, 
Acourtter oꝛ no man mult pleaſe vour eie. 

Eyre, Beruld ſwet Koſe , th̊ art tipe foz a man: marrp 
not wi d a boy, that has no moze hatre on his tace then thou 
haſt on thy ch&kes a coartier, waſh,go by, ſtand not vpon 
piſherp paſhety: thoſe lden feliowes are bat poinced imas 
ges, out des, outſides Roſe , their inner linings are tozne: 
no my fine monſe, marrp mee with a Gentleman Grocer 
like my E 02d Patoz pour father, a Grocer is a [werte travs 
Plams, Plums: had 4 — Daughter ſhould =—_ 
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nt of the gentration and bloud of the ſher-makers, h& 
ſhould packe: what, the Gentle trade is a lining foz a man 
tyꝛough Carope,thzough the wozld. 


A noyſe within of a Taber and a Pipe. 
Maior, What novſe is this? 
Eyre, O my Less Patoz , acrue of god fellowes that 
foz lone to pour honoz,are come bither with a mozriſdance; 
come in mp Pelopotamiags cherely. 


Enter Hodge, Hans, Raph, Firke,and other ſhoe-makers in a 
morris : after a little dancing the Lord Maior ſpeakes, 


Maior. Paifter Epꝛe, axe al theſe ſhoe⸗make re: 
Eyre: Al Co dwainers mp god Lozd Paioz, 
Roſe, How like mp Lacie lokes pond ſhoe-maker. 
Haunce, © that J burſt butſpeake bnto mploue! 
Maior, @tbil,go fetsh ſome wine to make theſe dzinke, 
Pon are al welcome. 
All. We thanke pour Lczdſhip. 
Roſe takes a cup of wine and goes to Haunce, 
Roſe, Foz bis ſake whoſe faire ſhape thou repzeſent(, 
God friend J dzinke to the. 
Hans. Ic be dancke god friffer. 
Eyres Wife, I ſ& miſtris Koſe you do not want iudge- 
ment, vou haue dzunke to the pꝛopereſt man I kepe. 
Firke, Vert be ſome haue done their parts to be as pꝛo- 
per as be. 
Maior. Mel. bigent buſineſte cals me backe to London: 
God fellowes, firſt goe in and taſt our cheare, 
And to make merry as pon home ward go, 
Spend theſe two angels in bere at Stratfo:d Boe. 
Eyre, To theſe tv (my mad lads ) Sun Epre addes an 
other, 
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other,then ch&rely Firke , tickle (4 Bannce , and all fon the 
bonour of ſhoo-wakers, 


All goe dauncing our. 


M. Come maiſter Epre, lets baue your companp. Exeunt, 

Roſe. Sibil What ſhall J do? 

Sibil, Aby whats the matter? 

Roſe, That Vaunce the ho@-maker is mp lone Lacie, 
Diiguiſde in that attire to find me out, 

How ſhould J find the meanes fo ſpeake with him? 

Sibil, What miſtris,ncuer ſcare, I dare benter my mat 
denhead to nothing, and thats great ods,that Baunce the 
Detchman when we come to London,ſhal not only (@ and 
ſpeake with pou, but in ſpigbt of al our Fathers pollicies, 
ſeale pou away and marry pou, will not thts pleaſe pou? 

Roſe, Do this, and ener be affuredofmp lone, 

Sibil, wap then, and follow poar father to London, leaſt 
pour abſence cavſe him to ſuſpect ſomething: 

To mozrow if mp coun cel be obaide, 
Ile bind you p:entiſe to the gentle trade. 


Enter lane in a Semſters ſhop working,and Hamond muffled 
at another doore,he $ aloofe, 


Hamond. Wonders the ſhop, and there my fairs loue ſits, 
Ses faire and louelp, but ſhe is not mine, 
O would ſhe were,thziſe haus J courted her, 
{Mh2:iſe hath my hand bene moiffned with her hand, 
Wilt my pooze familht eies do fed on that 
Which made them famiſh : J am infoztunate, 
I ffil loue one, pet no body lones me, 
I muſe in other men what women ſe, 

F 3 - That 
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That I ſo want-fine miſtris Roſe was cop, 
And this to curious, oh no, ſhe is thaſt, 
And foz ſhe thinkes inc wanton ſhe denies 
To cheare mp cold heart with der ſunap sies, 
Tow p:ettily ſhe wozkes, ob pzetic hand! 
Od bappp werke, it doth we god to ſtand. 
Unſcene to ſe ber, thus 1 oft haus ſtod, 
In froſty enenings.a ſiabt burning bp her, 
Enduring bit ing cold, onely to eie her, 
One onely loke hath ſeem o as rich to mo 
As a Kings crowne,ſach is loners lunacp: 
DBuffelcd Jiepaſſe along, and by that try 
TAhether ſhe know me. 
Iane. @ir,what iſt ron buy? 
What iſt pou lacke ſir*callico,0z lawne, 
Fine cambzick ſHirts,0z bands, what will you buy: 
Ham. That which thou wilt not ſell, faith pet ile tr: 
Pow do poa ſell this handkercher? 
Jane. Good cheape. 
Ham. und how theſe ruffes? 
lane, Cheape o 
Ham. And how this band? 
Jane.Cheape to 
Ham All cheape,how (ell you then this hand? 
Jane. My hands arc not to be ſald. 
Ham. To be giuen then nay faith I come fo bay 
Jane. Bat none knowes when, 
Ham. Osod ſweet, leaue wozke a li'tle while,lets play. 
Jane. J cannot liue by ke&ping hollidap. 
Ham, Ile pap pon (52 the time which albe w, - 
Ine With me you ſhall not be at ſo much cott. 
Ham. Looke hat pou wound this cloth,ſo poa wound 
lane It map beſo. — 
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Ham, Tis ſo. 
lane, What remedie x 
Ham, Nap faith pou arc fa cop. 
Jane, Let goo my hand. 
Ham. J will do anv taſke at pour command, 
I would let goe this beeutie, were J not 
In mide to d ſobey pon by a power 
bat controales Rings: J louc pou. 
lane, @0,noWw part, 
Han, COith banes I may, but neuer with mpheart, 
« faith I loue pon. 
Jane, J beleuc peu dee. 
Ham, Shall a true loue in me bad hate in you ? 
Jane. Jhate you not. 
Ham, Then von muſt lone. 
lane, T doe, what art vou better now : J loug not ou. 
Hom, All this bope is but a womans frap, 
That mea1es,come to me, when the cryes,awap: 
In eaxneſt miſtris J do not eff, 
A true chaſte lone hath entred in mp bzeſt, 
J lone poa dearly, as J loue mp life, 
JF loue pon as a buſband lones a wife, 
That,and no other louc mp lone requires, 
Thy wealth J know is little, my deffires 
® birſt not ſoz gold ſwore beautions Jane whats mine, 
Sball ( if thou make my ſelſt thine ) all be thine, 
Say.tadge, what is thy ſentence, lile og death: 
Mercy oz ctueſtv lyes in th breath. 
lane, Gd ſir, J do beleue pert louc me well: 
Foz tis a flv conqueſt, fly pꝛide, 
Foz one ike pon ( 1 meane a Gentlemany) 
Co bo aii that by bis loue tricks he bath bzonghk, 
Such and ſach women to dis amozous lare : 


* But pet god fir, berauſe J will not greue you, 
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1 thinke pon do not ſo, pet many doe, 
And make it euen a bery trade to woe, 
I cquld be cop,as many women be, 
Firde pon with ſunne-ſhine (m(les,and wanton lokes, 
But I deteſt witchcraft; ſay that J 
Doe conſtantly beleene pou, conſtant haue. 

Ham, Why doſt thou not bel@ne me ? 

lane, J belene pou, 


With hopes to taſte fruite, which will neuer fall, 
Jn imple truth this is the ſumme of all, 
Py bul band liues, at leaf I hope be lines, 
zeſt was he fo theſe bitter warres in France, 
itter they are to me by wanting bim, 
I bane but one heart, ans that hearts his due, 
Yow can I then beſtow the ſame on pon? 
Wh be ltues bis J line, be it nere ſo poze, 
And rather be his wile, then a Kings whoze. 
Ham, Chaſte and deare woman, I will not abuſe the, 
Although it coſt my life,(fthou refuſe me, 
Cb huſband pꝛeſt faz France, what was his name! 
Jane, Rafe Dampozt. 
Ham, Dampozt,beres a leffer ſent 
From France to me,from a veare friend of mine, 
A Gentleman of place, here be doth wztte, 
Their names that haue berne lame in enerp fight, 
Jane. I hope deaths ſcroll containes no: mp loues name, 
Ham. Cannot pou read ? 
Jane, J can. 
Ham. Peruſe the ſame. 
To mp rememb2ance ſnch a name A read 
Amonalt the reft: ſæ here. 
lane. Ape me, hes dead. 
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Das dead, if his be true wy deare hearts ſlaine. 

Ham. Pane patience dente lone. 

lane, Bence,bence. | 

Ham, Nap ſwete Jane, 

Make not poze (ozrow pzowd with theſe rich toeres, 

© F mourne thy huſbanvs death becauſe thou monrnF, 
Ianc. That bill is fozgve, tis ignde by fo:geris. 
Ham. Jie bzing the letters ſent beſides to mam 

Carrying the like repozt : Jane tis too true, 

Come, wæpe not: mourning though if riſe from lone, 

Þelpes nat the moarned, vet hurts them that mourne. 
Iane. FozGods ſakeleanc me. 
Ham, Whether dof then turne ? 

Fozget the dead, lone them that are aline, 

His lone is faded, try how mine will thus. 

lane. Tis now no time ſs; me to thinks on lous. 

Ham, Tis now beſt time foz pou to thinke on loue, becauſe 
pour loue l{aes not 

Ian. Thoagd he be dend, my lone to him ſhal not be buried 
Fo Gods ſake le aue me to my ſelfe alone, 

Ham. Twonld kil my ſoule to leaue tha dzownd in mone: 
Anſwere me to my ſute, and J am gone, 
Sap to me. pea, oz no. 

lane, 9, 

Ham. Then fart well: one farewell toll not ſerue, Jcome 
againe , come dzit theſe wet ch@ekes, tell mee faith ſwets 
Jane, pta, os no once maze, 

lane. Ones moze I ſap no, once moze be gone I N, ale 
will Ygos. a *Y 


Ham, Nap then J will grow rude by this whits hand. 
Until! pon change that tolde no, hert ils fand, 
Till by poor hard heart 

lane, Rar, log Gods lene peace. 

© Pp 
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Pp \fozrowes by pour pꝛeſence moe increaſe, 
Not that pou thus ars pzeſent, bat all gciefe 
Deſires to be alaue,therefoze in bꝛiete 
Thus much J ſap,and ſaying bid adew, 
Ffeuer J wed man it ſhall be pou, 
Ham. Oh blt ſſe d vopce,deare Jane Ile bzge no moe, 
Ch bzeath hath made me tte h. 

lanc, Death 2 pon. Exeint, 

Enter Hodge at bus ſhop boord, Rafe, Firke Hans, 
and a boy at worke, 

All. Þep.towne,a downe derie. 

Hodge Mell ſaid mp hearts,plie pour wozks to day, we 
loytred pefderday,to it pell mel, that we map line to be Lozd 
Paio2s, oz Aldermen atleaſt. 

Firk. Bey downe a done derie. 

Hodge. Well ſaid ifa(tþ,how ſaiſt thou Pauns, doth not 
Firke tickle if ? 

Hauns. ate meffer, 

Firk, Not ſo neither, my og ane pipe ſqueaks this mo 
ning foz want of licozing : hey downe a downe dery. 

Hans, Fozward Firk,tow beit vn jolly pongſter hozt I me- 
ſer ie bid po cnt me vn pair vipzes voz meſler le ffres bots, 

Hodge. Thou ſhalt Þauns, 

Firk, Paifer. 

Hodge. Bow now, bop ? 

Firke, Pꝛap, now pou are in the cutting vaine , cut mee 
out a paice ofcounterfeits,o z elſa mp wozke will not paſte 
l downe a downe, 

Hodg. Tell mee firs, are mp colin . Pzilcialles ſhoes 


done ? 
Fyrke. ur coffa 7 no maiſter, one of pour annts , hang 
ber let them alone. 
Raſe. Jamin hand with them,ſhe gane charge 22 
ot 
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bat J ould dos thern tos her. 
Firk. Thou do foz her : then twill be a lame doing , and 
that ſhe loues not: Rafe, thou might'® yane ſent her to me, 
(a faith J would aue peatł t and firkt your Pjziſciila , hey 
dow.'e a downe decry,this gere will not hold. 
2 Hoge. Hew ſai@ thou Firkerwers we not merry at old- 
920; 


Firke, How zwhp our batfockes went gige iog⸗/ 
ap like a qu wel fr Roger Dateme ale, it J thought 
al meale of that natare,J would eate nothing but bagpud- 


dings. 
Rafe, Df al god foztunes,my fellow Dance had the beit. 
Firke. Tis true, becauſe miſtris Roſe dzanke to hum. 
Hodge, Wel,wel,wozke apace, they ſay ſcuen of the Al- 
dermen be dead, oz very ſicke. 
Fir ke. I care not, Ile be none, 
Rafe. No no? I, but then my M. Epʒe will come quickly 
to be L. Papo. Enter Sibill, 
Firke, Whepe pounder comes ldi. 
2 Wen doſt thou madde 
euch:? 
Fitke, bib te Londen. 
Sibil.Godamercy ſwært Fizke : god Lozd Hedge, what 
a delitious ſhop pon haue got, you tickls it ifaith. 
—— — — hz eur gud chars 61d fegd. 
That you Rafe. 
Fuke. Nap bythe mals, wo pad % bare o 
and how the plagae doff thou and miltris Role, and mp . 
arm I put the women in firff, 
Sibil. Mel Godamercp:but Gods mo,J fozget my (pil; 


we ros the Fleming: 
Firkee. ie ere dn, ngo you ren out on 
| G2 Hans 
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Hans. Nat begaie gon vat yoo gon — 4 
Sibill. Matry ou muſt come to my pong in to pull 
an her (hoes pou made lat. 
Hans. War ben peur ecle fro, vate ben pour miſtris- 
Sibill. Parry here at aur & ondon heuſe in c eꝛnewaſle 
Fuke, Mill yo bod ſerue ber turne but Pane? 
Sibill. No ſir, come Vans J ſtand vpon needles, 
Hog: Why then Sibill, take herd of pꝛicking, 
Sibel .F02 that let me alone, J haue a tricke in mp bud. 
get, come Hans. 
Hans Nam, rav. icfail mete yo gane. 
| Exit Hans and Sin. 
* Go Yans „make haſt agains: come, who lacks 


? 
Firke. I matfter,foz I lacke mp bzcake faſt, tis munching 
time, and pat. 
Hodg. It ſo whp then le aue be Raph, to bꝛeakfaſt, 
bop — to the tooles, come Rate, come Firke. Excan:. 


| Emer 4 Serningman, 
Ser. Let me ſ& now,the ſigne of the laſt in Totverſtre&t, 
mas yonders the houſe : what hat woes within? 


Enter Raph, 
Reph. Who calles there, what want pou fir? 
Ser. art J would haut 6.paire: of ſhooes made fo; a 
Gentlewoman agatnlt to mare mans. — pou 


de them? 
Xx lr, en ſhall have them · but whatiengths her 
Ser, Why; pou muſt make them in all parts like this 


ſhoe, but M ann bond taile nat tn do tham, — 
women ia to be married verp earlp in the moznings! +! 


Raph 
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Rapb. Voi thus Choe muſꝭ che beten roa 
fure dr bp this: 

Ser. Pow, by this am J ture. by this art thou in thy wits? 
I tell the J maſt haue a patre of ſhooes , doſt thou marks 
mt ca patie af ſhacs, two ſhacs , made bp this very ſhoe, 


he 


this lame 9s, ag cinſt o moro mozaing by ſout acleck, 
doſt thou vntorſt and e, canſt do {te 

Raph. Pes ſit, yes J, I, I can do t, by this (hoe pou ſap: 4 
ſhoulo know this hae: pes ſir, nes, by this ſhoe, J can doit, 
foure a clocke,wcll,whither all J Ming them? ' 

Ser, To the Ogne of {hs gaiden ball in Watlingftret, 
enquire foz one Paider Damon a mp maittet. 

Raph. Yen ſtr,by this ſhoe pou ſap, - 

Ser. I ſay Pailter Gammon at the golden — 
Bzidegrome,andthole he are f his baide, 


2 — Panles: but whats 
Ser, 
—— 


* e "Ft un 
Rapb. By tis hrfſd eyhto am 5 5 

At this range accident?ygon mp life 
This was the nur ſhoe den yy iſs. I 

When J was pꝛeſt for Wy 
I neuer could hears Rs 1 F un! MMI 
ed PEAS wanne Ht I 
Af „ dt . n 

Een 

e 14005 err 
8 countrp man of mine 


- 
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' Raſe. I care not? I haus found a better thing, 
Firke, d thing : away, is it a mans thing. u Wontans 


thinge 
Rafe. Firke, dof} thou no io this ſhoe? 
Firke. No by mp troth , neither doth that know me 2 1 
haue no accquaintance with it, eis a mere franger to we, 
Rafe, Why then J do, this ſhoe J durſt be ſwozns 
Once eouered the inſtop of my Jane: 
This is her ſſze, her bꝛeadth, thus trod mp lone, 
Theſe true lone knots 1 — anyte— + hold my life. 
By this ov ſhoe I all 
Firk, Ha head hater wr new marr coe 


ys dpon 
Thus en — a ſeruingmen, 
Byrds See —— * — 
— f 
TEN === 2 
7. » 
Mmoming ile pzou(de, - 


Age td orrow 

Air f — 
Toward 18 4 —̃x 
I be pʒoue Jane, — — 
Fram Hammon and the ding were be r, 
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Enter Haus, and Roſe arme in arme. 
Hans. How happp am J by embzacing the, 
That I hen nenerſ@ wp Raleagatnee 
neaer , 
Roſe. Stomtt Lacie,ſnce faire Dpoztunitic 
Dffers her ſelf to furder our eſcape, 
Let not fo oner - fond eſt@me of me; 
Hinder that happy bower, inuant the meayes, 
And Reſe will follow the tbzongh all th mold. 


Sibil. Dh God, what will you do miffrls? ſhift iz pour” 
ſelfe,your father is at hand, hoes „ders comming, 
foz Gods ſake 


maſter L acte bive pant ſalſe in u 
ſhift fo2 pour ſelues. 

Hans. Pour father come,ſwe&te Roſs, what hall J dee: 
Where ſhall à hide mer how ſhall J eſcape ? 

Roſe, A man and want wit in extremitie, 
Come, come, be Nauns till, play the homaker, 


Pull on my ſhoe, 

Enter Lord Mager. 
Hans, Pas, and thats well remembed. 
Sibil. Pere comes pour father. 
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Hans, Fozwars metreCe,tis bn god ſkow,it ſal vel date, 
62 ve ſal neit betalen. 

Roſe. Dh God itpincheth me, what will por doe : 

Hans Pour fathers pzeſence pinehe th. not the ſhoo, 

L. Mai. Mell done, fit my daughter m. Il, and thee ſhall 
pleaſe the well, | 

Hans, alu, ya, ick weſt dat well, fo; ware tis vn god 
ſkoo,tis gi mait dan netts leither, ſe ener mine here. 

| UV Enter s Prentiſe, 

L. Mai, J do belerus it, whats the newes with pou ? 

— Pleaſe pou, the Earle of Lincoloe at the gate is 
newlplighted, and woglyſpeake with us. 

L.Mai, The Carle of &incolae come ſpeake with me? 
Well, well, 3 know dis exrand * daughter Roſe, | 


Send hence ſhoomaker,diſpatch,daue done : 
Srl, bade df er ot me. 


Han. Pine vnele come. oh what may this poztend ? 
Sweete Roſe,this ot our louethzeatens an end. 
Rofe. Be not diſmaid at this what ere befall, 
Roſe is thine owne,to witnede I fpeake truth, 
There thou appoints the place, Ale mate with ther, 
— — 

preſently ſteate hence,dv not replye 
Loue which gane ſtrength to beare mp fathers hate, 
ball now adde wings to farther our eſcape. 


Exemnnt. 


Enter Lord Moran Lincolne. 
L.Mai. Belæue me on my credit I ſye ae truth, 
Since firſt your nephew Lacie went to France, 
I haue not (ene him. Jt ſtemd ſfrange to me, 
When Dodger told me that he aide behind, 
Heglecting 


\ the Gentle Craft. 


Neglecting the high charge the King impoſed, 
Linc, Truſt me ix Roger ©tlp) I vio thinks 
Pour connſell had ginen head tothis attempt, 
Zzalvne to it by the lone he beares pour child, 
Hcre 3 dis hope to find him in pour bouſe, 
But now I ſæ mine erroz,and confelſe 
Mp iudgement wꝛongd pou by concetaing ſo. 
LM. Lodge in mp bouſe, ſap pon ? truſt me mp Lozp, 
J lone your-Nephew Lacie too too dearelp 
So much to wzong his honoz, and he hath done ſo, 
That firſt gaue him aduiſe to ſtay from France, 
To witne ſſe 3 (peaks truth, J let you know 
Vow core fall I haue biene to keepe mp danghtew 
Free from all conference,o; pech of him, 
Not that Jſcozne your Nephew, but in lous 
Ee 
ald by mp meane wozth be a 
Lin. How far the churtes tongur erregt huber. 
Well, well ur Roger Otley A belæue pon, 
With moze then — the lind on 
So much you ſ&me to beare we: ENS: 
S 
om x 
So ſhall my Roſe be fr&,your thoughts a . 
And much care die wbich now lies iu my Sib, 
Sibill. Oh Lozd, help fo; Govs ſpake , my ap. 
pong miſtris 
L Mai, berg is toy millrise deutete, * 
Sibil. Obers gone, hes led. | 


L. Ma. Gone : whither is the fled? 
Sibil. J know not fozſooth , ches fled ont of kw 


x the Shoqmaker, J (aw them (cud, ſcud. cad, af 
ap 


Þ L.Mair 
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L. Maior. Which wap ? what John, where be mp mens 
which way 7 
Sibil. I know not, and it pleaſe pour wozlhip. 
L. Maior. led wich a homaker,can this be true ? 
Sibil. Dh Lozd ür, as true as Gods in heauen. 
Linc. Her loue turndhomaker ? J am glad of this. 
L.Maior, A flemmiug batter-bore,a ſhomaker, 
Ml che lozget her birth ? requite mp cara 
With ſuch ingratitube : ſcoꝛnd ſhe pong Pammon,. 
To lone a honnikin,a nedie knave :? 
Well let her file, Ile not file aſter her, 
Let ber ſtarus it ſhe will. hs none ofmine, 
Lin. Bs not ſo cruell ur. 
Enter Firke with ſhoves, 
Sibil. J am glad ſhes ſcapt. 
L.Mai. Ile not account of her as of my child: 
Mas there no better obies fo; hex eves, 
But a fon] luhber (will bellp, 
A ats bzane., 
Firk, Bea faith, tis a bery baue ſhoe, and as fit as a 


dding. 
"i Mai Both natd what knauc s this,from whence cem- 
melt thou? 
Pic. No ind ir, Jam Firke the thwmaker, luffp Ro- 
gets — laffy lontnayman, and J come hither to take vp 
the I of ſweete miftris Roſe,and thus hoping 
in —— — as I was at the making 


pee, Leh. tap, Rr a _ 


— Come bither MWoe maker. 
oe 15 . Tis happy the naue ts pat befbze the ſhomahker, 
02 


not haue vauchlafed{o come back to pou, 1 
am nie fir re. 


RT L. Mai. 


** 


the Gentle Craft. 


T.,Maior, Pp Lozd , this villaine calles bs knanes by 
craft. 

Firk, Chen tis bp the Gentle Craft,and to cal one knaue 
gently, is no harme : ſit pour wozthip mery: ib pour 
miſtris e ſo bob them, now mp maiſter Þ.©pze ii 
Paio2 of Londen. 

L. Maio, Tell me firra, whoes man are pou? 

Firke, Jam glad to ſ pour wozſhipſo merry, I haue ns 
ma to this gere, no fomache as pet to red peticote. 


Peynt ing to Sibil. 


Lin. He meanes not ſr to woe you fo his nad, 
But onelp doth demand whoſe man you aro. 

Firk.J lng now to the tune of Rogero, Roger mp felots 
is now mp maſter, 

Lin.$trra,knowſft thou one Hauns a ſhomaber? 

Firke, Haans ſhomaker,oh pes tap, yes J haut him, J 
tell pou what, Iſpeake it in ſecret miſtris Roſe and he ars 
by this time:no not ſo, but hoztly are to come oner one an- 
other with, can pou dance the Gabing of the hates / it is 
that Gauns, Ile ſo gull theſe diggers. 

L.Ma,lanowft thou then whers he is: 

Firke. Yes foxſotþ,yea marx p. 

 __—_ thou in ladneſſe? 

Fuke, No fozſath,ng marrp. 

L. Ma. Tell me god honeſt fellow where ho is, 
And thou ſhalt ſ@ what Ile beſtow ofthe, 

Firke, Honeſt fellow,no u, not ſo fir,mp pott ion is the 
Gentle Craft, J care not fo; ſ@ing, I lone ferting , let ms 
tele it here, a teu, ten paces of gold ge tens, tun 
perces of ſiluer, and then Firke is aut man in a net paire 
of ſtrecher s. 
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L. Muot. Here is an Angell, part of thy reward, 
Mich J will giae tha, te ll me where be ts, 

Firk. No point. ſhal I betrap mp bꝛother:no, hal I pꝛoue 
Judas to Hans ? no, ſhall J cry treaſon to my coꝛpoꝛationꝰ 
no, J (hall be firkt and perkt then, but gine me pour ange ll, 
pour angell ſhall tell you. 

Lin, Doe ſo god fellom, tis no hurt te the, 

Firke. Send i mpe ring Stb awap. 

L. Maior. Huſwife,get pou in. 


Exit Sib, 


Firke, Pitchers haue cartes, and malives haue wide 
mouthes: but foz Hauns pzauns, vpon my wozd to mozrow 
mo ung, he and poung milkris Roſe goe tot his gerte, they 
fhall be married together, by this ruſh, oz elſe toutne Firke 
to a fickin of butter to tanne leather withall. 

L.Maior.Sut art thou ſureof this? 

- Firke. Am J ſure that Paules Ni&ple is a handful higher 
then London Cone ? oz that the piſſing cundutt Ic akes 
nothing but pure mother Bunch ? am Iſure I am leffp 
Firke , Godsnailes do you thinke J am ſo baſe to Gail 
vou: 

Linc. Where are they married doll then kno'v the 
Church. 

Firke. J neuer goe to church, but I know the name of it, 
it is a ſwearing church, tap a while, tis · J by the mas, no, 
no tis J by my tcoth,no noz that, tis J by my faith, that that 
tis I by mp faithes church vnder Paales croſſe, there they 
yall bas hatt like a paire Cockings in matrimony, there 
theile he in cany. 

Lim Wpon mp lite my Nephety Lacp walkes, 
in the diſgaiſe of this Dutch ſhoxker. 


Firke, 


Wink 


the Gentle Craft. 


Firke. es fo;l@th. 
Linc. Dot be not honeſt fellow 
Ficke, Nofozlath, I thinks Hagns is no body, but Vans 
no ſpirit. 
L. Ma. My mind miſgines me notu tis ſo indede. 
Linc. y coſen ſpeaks the languaze,knowes the (rave. 
L. Ma. Let me requeſt pour company my Lozd, 
Your honourable pzeſence may, no doubt, 
Refraine their head Hrong raſtnefe,when my ſelfe 
Gotng alone perchance map be ozebozne, 
Shall Jrequeſt this fanour? 
Lin. This, o what elſe. | 
Firk, Then roa muſt riſe betimes,foz they mene to fall 
fo their hey palla, and repage, pindp panp, which hand will 
pou ba ue vet y cap. 

LM. y care (hall enerp way equall their haft, 

This night accept your lodging in mp houſe, 

The earlfar ſhall we tir,and at Saint Faiths, 

Pieuent this giddy hare-bz2ind nuptiall, 

This trafficke of hot loue ſhall p&!d cold gaines, 

T hep ban our loves, and weele fozbid their baine g. 
Exennt, 

Linc. At Saint Faith church thou ſaiff, 

Firke. Pes;by their troth. 

Linc. Be ſeeret on th lite. 

Firke, Yes when J Kiſſe pour wife,ha,ha, heres no craft 
in the Gentle Craft, J came hither of purpoſe with ſhocsto 
ſir Rogers we:ſhip, whilſt Koſe bis dangbter be conyeatcht 
by Vauus ; ſoft now , theſe two gull⸗s will be at Haing 
Faithes churcd to mozroto moʒning, tv take maſte 13; ide. 
grome, and miſtris Bztve napping.and they in the meane 
time ſhal chop by p matter at the Sauop : but the belli ſpoꝛt 
is, ir Roger Dtlp wil find mp felow ls, Rafes wifogoing 
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to mary a gentleman , and then bale top ber in d of bis 
daughtzr:0b bzaue there wil be fine tickling ſpozt:ſoft now 
what have Ito dot 6h I know now a mefſe of ſhomakers 
meate at the woll ſack in Jnie lan, fo cozen mp gentleman 
of lame Raſes wife, thats trat, alacke, alacke girles, hold 
ont tacke ,f:3 nowſmockes,fo; this tumbling ſhall goe to 
wzacke, Exit. 


Enter Ayres Wif, Haun and Roſe, 


Eyre, This ia the mozning then, Tap my bully, mp ho- 
neſt Hanns,ts itnot? 

Hans, This is the mo2ning that malt make bs tio haps 
pp. oꝛ miſerable,therefoze if ou. 

Eyet. A way with theſe iffes and ands Dans, and the ſe 
et cætetaes, by mine honozRowland Lacie none but the king 
ſhall wzong the: come, feare nothing,am not J m Cpzee 
As not Sim ©y:;e Lozd mapo; of London : feare nothing 
Roſe,let them al ſap what they can,oaintp come thou tome 
laug deſt (hon? 

Wife, God my Lozd ſtand her friend in what thing you 
map. 

Eeyr. Mh my ſwat (ady Padgy, thinke you Simon 
Eye can fozget his fine dutch Journeyman: No bab. Fis 
A ſcozas it.it hall neuer be caſt in mp teeth, that J was un- 
thanke fel. Lady Padgy thou badfi neuer tout red thy Sa- 
racens head with this french llappe : ner loaden thy bumme 
with this farthing ale. tis traſh, trumperp, vanitp, Simon 
Epe dad neuer walkte in aredde petticoat , noz Woze 8 
chaine of goulde, bat fo: my fine Journepmans poꝛtigues, 
and ſhall Jleane him : Þzince am I none, pet beare « 
pziacelp mind. | 

Hang, Py Lond, tis time fo: vs to part from _ 

Fee, 


the Gentle Craft. 


Eyre. Lady fPagy,/lady avgy, take tivo o thai vf mp 
ple-crult eaters,mp buff:-jerkin bavicts, that doe walli in 
blacke gownes at Simon Cpres belies, take them goo? las 
dp Padgy, trippe and goe, mp bzowne Quene of Perrt- 
wigs, with wy delicate Roſe, and my iolly Now and to 
the Sagop , foe them linckte, counteaance the marriage, 
and when it is done,cling cling together, you Pambozow 
Turtle Doucs, Ile beare you ont , come fo Simon Cp2e, 
come dwell with me Hauns , thoa ſhalt eate mintde pyes, 
and marchpane. Roſe, away cricket , trippe and goe , mp 
Lady Padgp to the Sauop, Pauns, wed,and to bed, kifſe 
and away, go,vantſh, b 

Wife. Farewell mp Lozd. 

Roſe. Pake bait ſwete loue. 

Wife. Sherde faine the ded were done. 

c Hans, Come my ſwe&te Roſe, faſter than Dart wetle 


tunne. 
They go out, 


Eyre, Got, baniſh, vaniſh, auaunt I ſap : by the lozd of 
Ludgate, it's amadde life to bo a Lozd Pad, it s a firs 
ring life , a fine life , a velvet life , a carefull life. Well 
Simon © pre, yet ſet a good face on it, in the honez of ſaint 
Hough. Soft, the king this day comes to dine with moe, to 
ſe my ne w build tags, bis maieſ y is welcome, he ſhal haue 
god che&re, delicate cherte, incely ch&@re. This day mp fe- 
low pꝛentiſes London come to vine with me tw, they Hal 
haue fine cherte, genttemonli ks chert. I pzomiſed the mad 
Cappadoſſans, when we al ſerue d at the Condutt together, 
that if euer J came to be Papoz of Lenden, J would feaſt 
them all, and Ils doot, Ile doof by the life of Þh by 
this beard Sim Cue will be no lincher- Beides, J bave | 
pzocurd , that vpan every Shzouetueſdap , at the — | 
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ofthe pancake bell: myfne dapper Aſſy;tan labs, Mall clap 
up their hop windows, and away, this is the day, and this 
day the y ſhall dot,they ſhall dot: boves , that day are von 
free, let maiſters care, and pzentiſes ſhall pzap foz @ymon 
Cpze. Exit. 
Enter Hodge, Firte, Rafe and fixe or fizz ſhoomakers, 

all with cuageli or ſuch weapons. 

Hodge. Come Kafe,ſtano to it Firke: wp maſters, as we 
are the bzane blods of the makers, beires apparant to 
ſaint Hugh, ans perpetuall benefactozs to all god fellowes: 
thou ſhalt haue ns w2ong, were Pammon a king of ſpades, 
he ſhould not delue in thy cloſe without thy ſufferance : but 
tell me Raſfe,art thou ſare tis thy wife? 

Rafe, Am I ſare this is Firke : This mozning when J 
ſtrokte on der ſhoes, J lokt vpon her,. and ſhe bpon me, and 
ug bed, aſkt me if ener Jknew one Kafe. Ves ſapd J: foz 
bis ſake ſaid ſhe ( teares fanding in ber eyes) and foz thou 
art ſomewhat like him,ſpend this ptece of golde: I take it: 
my lame leg, and my trauel beyond ſea made me baknown, 
all is one fo; that, J know ſhoes mine. 

Firke. Did ſhe giue the this gold ? © gloztous glittering 
cold; ſhes thine olone, tis thy wife and ſhe lones ther, fo 
Ale ſt and toot,there's no woman wil gius gold to any man, 
but ſh: thinkes better of him than thee thiakes of them ſher 
gines lager to: and foz Bamon,neither Hamon no; Yang- 
man ſhall wꝛong the in London: Js not aut olds Paiſter 
Cp:e Lozd Papo; - @peakemy hearts. 

All, Pes, and Hamon ſhall knowit to bis colt, 

Emer Hamon his man Janeaud others, 

Hodge. Peace mo bullies, yonder they come. 

Rafe Stand tost mp hearts, Airke let me ſpeake firſf. 

3 855 Ho Rafe, let me: Gammon , whither away ſo 
earc:y $ ; E£6127333"195 | N34 

Ham 


the Gentle Ctaſt , 

Ham. Aummnerip rade lane, ſutzats that to the : 

Firk. To him fir ? ves ir, and to me, and others:gad no 
row Jane, how dooſt thou: good Lozd , how the wozld is 
ch 11ged with you, God be thanked. 

Hamon, Citilatnes , hands off, toto dure pon tonch wp 
lone 

Al. U llainesꝰ Downe with them, cry tluk sto; pzentifes. 

Hod. Hold. my beerts: touch ber Hamon: yra and moze 
then that, wele carry der away with vs. py maifters and 
Gentlemen, neuer dzaw pour bird ſpittes , Hhamakers art 
ſtcele ts the back men euery inch of them, all ſpirit. 

All of Hamons ſide. Well, and what of all this : 

Hodge, Ile ſhew you : Ine, daſt thou know this man 
tis Rafe J can tell th: nap, tis de in faith chough bee be 
lamde by the warres, pct loke not ſtrange, but run to him, 
fold htm about the neck and kiffe him. 

lane, Lines then mp huſband : oh God let me go, 
Let me embzace mp Rafe. 

Ham, What meanes my Jane / 

ane. Nap,what meant pou to tell me de was Naine ? 

Ham. Pardon me de are loue fo; being miſled, 
Twas rumo2d here in London thou wert dead. 

Fitke. Chou ſeff bee lines ! L aſe, — 
him : now Þ.Yamon, wheres 

Seru. —— —ñ—ü&6ẽ 

All. Detne with that creature, clnbs,downe with dim 

Hodge. Held, hold, 

Ham, Mold fale, ſirs he (hall do no w2oug, 
Mili my Jane leaue me thus, and bzcake her faith: 

— Vea ſir, ſhe maſt ur. ſhe ſhal fir, what then ⸗ mend it. 

e. Hearke fellow Rafe, fotowe my coanſell, ſet tbe 
2 — let der de 


his woman, 


I lane, 
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Tane.Whom ſhould J choſe; whom ſhould my thoughts 

But him whom heauen hath made to be my love, (afra 

T hou art my huſband. and tpeſe humble werde s, 

Makes the moꝛe beautifull then all his wealth, 

Therefeze J will but put off his attire, 

Returnling it into the owners hand , 

And after euer be thy conſtant wife. 

Hodge, Not a ragge Jane, the lat s on our ſide, be that 
fowes in another maus ground fozfets bis harneſt, get thee 
bome Mate, ſollow him Jane, he ſhall not haue ſo much as a 
buſke point from ih. 

Firke. Stand fo that Rafe , the appurfenances are thine 
8wne, ls mmon, lobe not at her. 

Seru.· D i wounds no. 

Firbe. Slew coate be quiet, wle giue you a ne lo liuerie 
elle, wiele make Shꝛoue Ta:foay Saint Ceozgcs dap fo; 
pon : lone not Mammon, tear e not, Ile Firke pon, fo2 thy 
bead now, one glance, one ſheepes epe , any thing at per, 
— not a ragge, leaſt J and my bzethzen beate pou to 

tes. 

Ser. Come maſter Hammon, theres no ſtriuing bere. 

Ham. Gos feltbwes, heute me (peake : and honeſt Naſe, 
Whom J baue injured moſt bp louing Jane, 

Parke what J ofer the: here in faire gold 
Js twenty pound, Ile gine ft fo; tby Jane, 
Il this content cher not, thon ſhalt haue moze- 

Hodge, Sell not thy wile ale make her not a whoze. 

Ham, S8y, wilt thou frely ceaſe thy claime in her, 
And let herbe any wife? 

Al: e, de not Nafe. 

Raſe irra Hammon Mammon, doo? ton thinke a 
Sboe-maker is ſo baſe , fo bee a bawde to bis otone 
wife foz commoditte, take thy golde, choake with it, were 


the Gentle Cut 
J not lame, 4 wonlo malte th rate thy , 16 4) a) 
Firke, A ſhomaher ſel his ſliſh and bloud; oh indigulty! 
Hod. Slcta take vp your pelle, and be packing 
Ham, I will not touch one penny but in liew, 
Of that great wrong Ac tfered the Jane, 
To Jane and th 1 gtue that twenty pound, 
Siace 3 haue faild of her, during mp like, 
J v9'p no woman elſe hall be mp wife; 
Farwell gos felloes of the Gentle trade, 
Pour mo: ning mirth mp mourning day bath made, Exit. 
Firk. Touch the gold creature tt vou dare, pare beſt bs 
trudg ing: bers Janetake thon it, now lets home mp harts, 
Hodge. Stap, oho comes here / ane, on againe with thy 


maſke. 
Enter Lincolue, L, Major and ſernants, 

Linc. Pcunders the lying varlet mockt vs ſo. 

L. Maior. Come hithe;irra, 

Firke. I ſix, am ſirra ou meane me do por not? 

Linc. Where is my Nephew morried? e 

Firke. Is he married? Ood giue bim ioy, A am gurt: 
they baue a faire dap, aud the ſigne is in a god planet, Pars 
in Uenus. 

L. Mai. Uillaine, thou toldſt me that my daugtter Ros, 
This moꝛning ſhould be married at aint Faithes. 
Wo haue watcht thore tels tha doutes at dealt, 
Pet ſe we no ſuch thinge. 

Firke. T nely J am ſazry for ta Bzides — 

Hodge. Come to the purpoſe , youder's the Bride and 
Bzidegroome you looke o; J ugb von be Lozdes, 
pou are not to barre, by your authozp, wn renee; 
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| To hide bis guilt, counterfeits him lame. 
Fit. ta truelp God belpe the paze couple, they are lame 
L. Ma. zie caſe her blindneCe. (and blind. 
Lin. Ile his lame nc iſe cure. 


Fir. Lie tolnne firs, and laugh, mp felow Raph is taken 
fo; Rowland Lacy, and Jane foz miſtris damaſke poſe, this 
is all my knauerp. 

L. Maio. MAhat bane J ſound pou minion? 

Linc. O baſe wzetcb, 

Nay bide thy face,the hoo: ol thy gilt, 

Can hardly be wacht off : where are thy powers? 

What batte ls haue you made: O pes I le, 

Ct ou ſoughtſt with Shame, and ſhame hath conquerd the 
This lamenc ie will net ſerue. 

L. Ma Ulamaſke pour ſcife, 

Lin. Leade home pour daughter. 

L Maior. Take pour Nephew hence, 

Rafe. Hence wounds. what meane pov: are pou mad? I 
hope pou cannot (nfozxce my wife from me, whers Pammon 
L Maio.Wonr iir. 

Lin. What Bammon- 

Rafe Pea mp wife, and therfoze the pzondeſt of pon that 
laies hands on her rf, ile lap mp cruch crolfe dis pate. 

Firk. To tzim lame Rafe,beres bꝛaue ſpozt. 

Rafe. Roſe call you her ? wbp her name is Jane, lwke 
here elſe,do you know her now: 

Lin. Is this pour danghter? 

L. Maio. No, nen this pour Nephew! 
PpLzv2d of Lincolne,we are both abuſd, 
Bp'this baſe crafty varlet. 

Firk.Pea foꝛſothj ns barlet, foꝛſothj no baſe,fo;ſoth 10 am 
but int ane, no traſi y neither, dut of the Gentle Craft. 

L. Ma. Mhete is my daughter Roſeerwhere is * 
* mn 


the Gentle Craft, 


Lin. Where is my Nephew L acy married? 

Firk. War bags lacd mutton is J pzomfft ror, 

Lin. Aillaine, Ile haus the puniſht fo: this wong. 

Firke, Punth the ioznyman vil laine, but not the joznep- 
man ſhomaket Enter Dodger. 

Dodger. K o J tome to bing vnwelcome newes, 
Boar Kepdew Lacp,and pour daughter Roſe, 

Carely this moming wedded at the Sanop, 

None being pzeſent but the Lady Maire ile 

Beſtdes J learnt among the officers, 

The Told Pays; bowes to ſtand in their defence, 
Gainlf any that ſhall ſ&ke to croſſe the match. 

Lio,Dares Cyze the ſhomaker vphold the d&d? 

Fir. ts ſir ſhamakers dare ftand in a womans quarrel 
A warrant vou, as dæpe as another and de@perto, 
Dod.Beſives, bis gcace, to dap vines with the Paioz, 
Who on his knees bambly intends to fall, 

And beg a pardon fo; pour Kephewes (anlt. 

Lin. But ile pzeneut him come 1 
The king will doe bs tuſtire in this cauſe 
6 
I the o lole mp xeunt. 

Firke, Adue monſteur Dodger, farewell ſwies,ha ha, 

Db if thep hav ſfaid J would bane fo lambe them with 
lloutes:O heart, my codpeece point is ready to flip in peces 
euerp time J thinke vpon miſtris Roſs, dat let that paſſe, as 


my Lavy Pairilſeſates, 


Mc... This matter is anſiwwerd:come Rafe, home with 
. my fine ſhomakers our maſtern the 


ba "I 28 ther — the 
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Sulan kepes the larder, Ale le ad you to vietuals np b:aug 
ſouldie rs, follow pour jr ray bzawehearke,heatke. 

All. The Pancake vellggos,th pancake bal ,tri-lill my 
hearts. 

Fitke. Oh baue, oh ſweets bell, O delicate s, o- 
pen the doze my hearts, and ſhat vp the es, kepe 
in the houſe, let out the pancakes, ob rate my beartes, lets 
march together oz the hom of ©. Hugh to the great new 
hall in Gratious ſtrate cozner, which our Pailker the new 
L 02d Paioz hath built. 

Raſe. O thecrew of god fellows that wil dine at mp l[ozd 
Patozs coſt to dap! 

Hodge. By the Led, my Lozd H ts amoft bzane 
man, hoty ſhall pꝛentiſes be baund to pzap foz bim and the 
bonour ofthe Gentlemen ſhomakers ? lets ſ@de and be fat 

with my Loꝛdes bounty, 

X — muſical — Hodge. O mp bzethzen theres 


ies walke vp and downg 
pied ote, e . 


and bae lot ſſe comes mar- 

— ENS and —— come trowling 

10 l baurowe, and ozanges hopping in pdz- 

ters baſkets,colloppes and eggs (a ſcttles, and tartes and 
waalt ſhouels- 


- Atv 


the Genie Traft; © 
Fyrk. Nap moe my hearts,cuerp Dhzduetucſday is our 
vtere of Jubile : and when the pancake bel rings, we are as 
free as my 102d Þaioz, we map ſhut vp our ſhops, and make 
holidap : Jle haue it calld,@aint s ol{dap, 
All. Agretd agrird, Sant Hughes Holiday. 
Hodge and this ſhall continur fo; ener. 
All. Od bzaue come come my bearts,atvap awap. 
Firke. O etcraall credit to vs of the 4 Craft, march 
faire muy brarts oh rare, 22 Exennt, 
Enter King and hit tyaite ae the fag. 
King. Js our T Patoz of London'fnch a gallant : 
Noble man. One of the mecrieſt mad- caps in pour land, 
Vour Grace will thinke, when you behold the man, 
— — — | 
Pet thus much Jle enſare poor 
—— dee concerne — 


As any Paloph berne theſe many peares 

os Jem ivith chitd till 3 behold this hockt cap, 
my doubt is, when we come in pzeſence, 

His madneſſe will be daſht cleane out of countenance, 

Nobleman. It map be ſo, mp Liege, 
Let ſomeone giue bim nottce,tis out pleaſure, 

T bat he pat on his wonted merriurent ; 
toward. all, On aloe. 

Enter Eyre, Hodge, Firbe, Rafe and other — 

all wth t on their ſhoulders. 

Eyte. Come mp fine Modge, my tollß geatiemen ſhoma- 
ke ts, ſoft, where be theſe Caniballes, theſe dat lets mp offs 
ters let them al walke and waite dyon my bzeth2en, to; my 
me aning is,that none but ſhomatkis, nau but — 


4 
— 


— — — — — — 


A pleaſant of 
of my Company in their ſattin hods waite vpon the 
trencker of my Soueralgne. 


Firke, © mp Lozd,it will be rare. 
Eyre. Ho moze Firks,come liuely, let your ſe llawe pzen- 
tiles want ns chere,let wine beplentiful as bere,and bert 
as water, hang theſe penny pinching fathers , that cramme 
wealth in innocent lambe ſkinnes, rip knanes, avant, loke 
te mp gueſts. 
Hodge. Þy Lo2d, toe are at our wits end fo; reome,thoſs 
bundzed tables will nat feat the fourth part of them. 
Eyre, Chen comer mee thoſe hundzed tables againe, end 
ag aine, till all mp tolly pzenticc s be ſeaffed : anopde Verge, 
. runns about mp nimble Firke, carrowſe me fa - 
— . M n, 
p Podge iche Firke ? ' 7 
Firk, Tickle it? ſome of them haus taken theit licaur ſtan⸗ 
no longer: but mate, 


ſhambles, beggar al Ea-Cheape,leruc , 
chargers, and let berge whine bpon the tables like pigges 
foz want of good felowes to eate them. Want meat! vaniſh 


Firke,anant Hodge. 

Hodge.Bour loꝛdihiy miſtakes my man iche. he means 
their bolites want meat, not the boozds,fo; they haus dzuuk 
ſo much they can eate nothing. 

Ester Hans, Roſe and Wife, 
— — 
Eyre. Nom now Padqy. 

l Thekings mad excellent maieſty is no come, he 

ſens ms tan thy hanoz: one of his d wan Porres, 


the Gemle Craft. 


bad me fel thou muſt be mery,anoſo ſozth:bat let that paſſe» 
Eyre. Js mp S0acraigne teme ? baniſh my tall oma 
kecs,mp numble bzethzen,loke to my gusCs tbe pꝛentilas: 
pet ſtap a little, pam now Hans. how lokes mp little Roſe? 
Hans. Let me requeſt pop to remember me, 
7 know pour bono e aſily map obt aine, 
Free pardon of the King fes me and Roſe, 
And reconcile me to my vacies grace. 
Eyre. Haus done mp god ans. my honeſt joznepman, 
loke che&celp, Ile fall vpon both mp knees till they bee as 
dard as dome, but Jle get thy pardon. 
Wife. Good mp Lo;d haue a care what you ſpeae to 


bis grace. 

Eyre, Away pou Jflington whifepot , bence pon hap- 
perarſe,you barly pudding ful of magots, vou bzopid carbo» 
nada, auaunt, auaunt, anotde Pephoſtopbilas : ſhall Sim 
Epꝛe leaue to ſpeake of vou Lady Magie : vaniſh mother 
Mineuer cap, daniſb, gos, trip and goe, meddle with your 
parilcts, and yont piſhery paſherie, pour flewes ano pour 
whirligigs,g9 rub, out of mine alley: Sim Epze knowes 
bow to ſpe ae to a ape, to Dultan Seluman, to Tambur? 
laine and be were dere: and ſhall 3 melt: Mal J d2oope bes 
fo:e my Soveraigne : no, come my Lady Padglie , follow 
me Hauns, about pour buſineſſe my frolick frœ- boote ta: 
Firke, friſke about, and about, and about, faz the honour of 
mad Simon @yze Lo:d Papoz of London. 

Firk, Ney foz the honour of the ſhoomakers. Excurr. 
A long flowriſh or two : enter King, Noble, Eyre ir wife, Lacy, 

Roſe : Lacie and Roſe kneels, 
King, Well Lacie. though the fact was ber foule, 
Ot pour reuol ting from our kinglp love, 
And pour owne duty,pct we pardon pou, 
0 p 


A pleaſant Comedie of 
Foz pour pong bidegromo heere. 
— — — 
gentlemen ſhomakers hal ſet pour (wet maieſttes image, 
ch&he by towls by e aint foz this honour you haue 
done pate Simon Epꝛe. J beſech pour grace pardon mp 
rude behautour, J am a handicrafts man, pet wp heart is 
without craft, J would bee ſoy at my ſoule, that my bold- 
neſſe ſhould offend mp King. 
— — BR WENEIIY 
as if thou wert ameng thy ſhoomakers, 
It does me god to ſæ th in this humour, 
Eyre. Saiſt thou me ſo mp ſtw&@t Diocleſian? then hump, 
me am J none, pet am J pzincely bone, by the L 03d of 


the Gentle Craſt. 


I pzincely bogus, he 

Ken . Haba: ſape Cornewall, did@ thou ener (hb 
| 

Noble, Not I my Lezd- 


Enter Lincolne and Lord Maier, 


King. Liucolne, whal newes with your 

Linc My gratious Lord, haue cart bats pour ſeife, 
For there are traptozs here. 

All. Trays, whereewho? je 


Eyre, Trattozs in mp houſer God ſuꝝ bid, wher be my 66 


ficers ? Ile ſpend m ſoule exe mp King fo@le harme. 
King, Where is the traptozrLincoine, 
— — Lacy: Linrolne,fpenkec 
Ving. Comewall, on : Linroine 
What caalt thou lap vato thy Nephetwes charge? 
Line. This my dete ltogo: pour grace to dome honor 
Deapt on the bead of this degenerous boy, 
Deſertleſi fanors,yon made choſſe of him, 
— 2 15: 
King. Tad Lincolne pzeth@patvſe a while 


lu 
Keno y(ia the pigheſt degrt) | 


Linc. Is be not a fravfozr 

King, Lincolne,he was:now haue we pardned him, 
T was not a baſe want of true baust fire, 
deld him ant of France, bat lones defire. 
inc. will not beare his ſhame don ary bucks, 


King. Lincome, \ 
g-Noz ſhalt thou na < 


A pleaſant Comedie of 
Lin.Then good mp liege)fozbid the boy to wey, 

One, whole meane birth will much diſgrace his bed. 
Kin. Are they not married? 

Lin. Ro my Liege. 
Both. Qt are, 
| Kin, Shall A gigo;ce chem then: O be it farre, 
Chat any hand on earth ſhoulo dare bnty, 

The ſacred knot knit by Gods maieſty, 

J would not fo; mp crawae diſloyne therr hands, 

{hat are coniovned in holy nuptiall bands, 

Pow ſail thou Lacy?wouldft thou looſe thy Roſe? 
Hans, Rot fog all Indians wealth*mp ſoneraigne. 
Kin, But Role J am ſare her Tacie would fozgoe. 
Roſe. If Roſe were aſkt that queſtiou ſh xd lap, no. 
Kin. ou heare then Lncolne, 
Linc- e mp lege, Idoe. 
Kin. Net canſt thou find ith heart to part theſe two? 

Who ſcekes,befides pon, to digozſe theſe louers 

L. Ma. I do(mp gracious Lozd)J amher father. 
Lin. Sir Roger Dtelep,our loft Pajor J thinde, 
Nob. The (ame my liege. 

Kin. Mould pou offend L oues lawes? 

Ale ll pon ſhall haue pour wills, you ſue ti me, 

To pꝛohibits the match : Soſt, let me (>, 

Poa both are mazcied,Lacte,art thou note 
Hans, J am,dzead d ourratgue. 

Kin, Then bpon thy life, 

I charge ther, not to call this woman wife, 

L.Maio. I thanke your grace, 
Roſe, O my moſt gracious Lo3d, 
Kin, Nap Roſe,nouer woe ae, J tell you true, 

Although as yet J am a batchelo), 

Pet JhalzvaF ſhall not marry ros. 


* 


the Gende Craft. 


Roſe. Con you dlute the body from the h 
Pet make the bady liue? 
Kin ea. ſo potound : 
I cannot Nole but pou J muſt divide, 
Fajre matd, this bzidegrome catinot be pour bzive, 
Are yoo plead Lincone ? Otelep,arepou pleaſd?- 
Both. es my Loo. 
Lin. Chen muſt my heart be taſd, 
Foz credit me, my tonſcit nce lines \npaine, 
Till theſt whom denoces be ſoynd agatae, 
Lucy, giue me thy band, Nute, lend me thine. - | 
Be what pau would be kiſſe now-ſo,thats fine; 
At night(logers/)to bed: now let me fie, 
Which of pon all miſlines this harmony? 
L. Ma. fil pou then take from me my child permet : 
Kin, TUhy tellme Dtelep,ſhines not Lacies name, ' 
Ds bzight in the WWozldg eye, as the gap beames, 
Tf anp citizen? 
Lin,Bea but my gratious Load, 
J do mislike the match farre moze than he, 
Der blond is tao tos baſe, 
Kin, Lincoine,no maze, 
Dolt tbou not hnow, that lous reſpects ns blond: 
Cates not fo: d ftexente of birth,o2 tate, . 
The maid is poung, well bone, faire, dertuous, 
A wozthy beide for Oentlemam "# 
Beſides, your nephew ſoʒ her ſake did ſoope, + 
To bare neteiſity and as J heare. 
Fozgetting hanozs,and all courtly pleaſures, 
To caino her louc oe tame a ſhocmain,r 
As fo; te honoz wb@&h de — | 
T bus Ire me it : Lacey, Aran, 
Arile fir Kowland Lacy: tell _ 
3 


: 


bleffe pour grace 
Lapin wad wi you. 
Enter Hodge. Fele and mereſroemakers. 


— 
——— — — —— — — —ñ— — 


Eyre, All 
Gentle Craſt, trus 


Apleafant Comedy of 

J bare the water fankerd,and mp coate 
Sits not a whit the wozſe vpon mp backe: 
— Arete 

Sh:onetueſdop caen as tis notv, 
Gaue me mp bzeakefaff, and I ſwoze then by the ſkopple of 
— ener I came to be Lozd Paioz of London, I 
would trait all the mentis. his day (my liege) I did it, 
the llaues bad an hundzed tables Une times cout reo, ſhcy 
are gone home and baniſht : pet adde more honour to the 
Gentle Trade, taſte of Eyzes banquet , Simorw happy 


King, Opze, A will cafe of thy banquet and will ſap, 


mm pen + nm 150 ee, BR 
When out wosds banquetings 
We maſt right wzongs which Frenchmen haus begum 


